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CHAPTER XXVn. 

THB HUSOADIN. 

It was near two o'clock. Lorin was promenading up and 
down in Maurice's room^ while Agesilaus polished his 
master's boots in the antechamber, onlj for the greater 
convenience of conversation the door remained open, and 
during his walk Lorin often stopped and questioned the 
official. 

<< And you say. Citizen Agesilaus^ that your master left 
home this morning 1" 

" Oh, upon my soul ! yes." 

'* At the usual hour 1" 

** It might be ten minutes earlier, or ten minutes later, 
I cannot say exactly." 

** And you have not seen him since ) " 

"No, Citizen." 

Lorin continued his walk, and after three or four turns 
again stopped and renewed his questions. 

" Had he his sword with him ? " demanded he. 

"When he goes to the section he invariably carries it' 

** Are you sure he has gone to the section 1 " 

" He told me so, at least." 

" In that case I shall join him," said Lorin ; " but in 
case I miss him, tell him I have been here, and am com- 
ing back." 

" Wait ! " said Agesilaus. 

"WhyP 

" I hear his footstep on the staircase." 
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Almost at the same moment the door opened, and Maa« 
rice entered. Lorin bestowed a hasty glance upon him, 
and perceived nothing extraordinary in his appearance. 

" So you are come at last," said he. " I have been 
waiting here these two hours." 

"So much the better,'* said Maurice, smiling; "that 
has afforded you plenty of time to compose distichs and 
quatrains." 

" Alas ! mon amiP replied the improvisator, " I do not 
make them now." 

" Why, is the world coming to an end ! " 

** My dear Maurice, I am very unhappy." 

"You unhappy?" 

*' Yes, I am miserable. I am suffering from remorse." 

" Remorse 1" 

" Oh, by Heaven ! yes," said Lorin. " Between you and 
her I had to choose I — between you and her I could not 
hesitate ; but, you see, Arthemise is in despair, for she 
was her friend." 

** Poor girl ! " 

'* And it was she who gave me her address — " 

" You would have done much better to have allowed 
things to take their natural course.'^ 

" Yes ; and at this very moment you would have been 
condemned in her stead. Powerfully argued, dear friend. 
And I came to ask yoiur advice ! I thought you were 
wiser than that." 

" Never mind, ask away." 

" This poor girl : do you understand 1 I wish to at- 
tempt some means of saving her. Even if I could only 
give or receive a blow in her defence, I feel as if it would 
do me good." 

'^You are mad, Lorin," said Maurice, shrugging his 
shoulders. 
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''Perhaps if I made an appeal to the Seirolutionary 
Tribunall" 

" It is too late, she is condemned.*' 

** Truly," said Lorin, " it is dreadful to see this poor girl 
sacrificed thus." 

" The more so since it was my safety that has entailed 
her death. But after all, Lorin, we have one consolation* 
She was a conspirator." 

" Goodness ! " said Lorin, " does not every one conspire 
nowadays ? She has done no more, poor girl^ than every 
one else does/' 

" Grieve for her neither too much, nor too loudly, my 
friend," said Maurice, " for we have to bear our share in 
this trouble. Believe me, we are not so fully cleared 
from the accusation of being her accomplices, that no 
stain remains behind. To-day, at the section, I was 
termed * Girondin,' by the Captain of the Chasseurs of 
Saint Leu ; and I, at the same time, found it necessary to 
convince him by a stroke from my sword that he was 
mistaken." 

''Then that was the reason you returned so late 1*' 

"Just so." 

" But why did you not inform me 1 " 

" Because in affairs of this nature you cannot restrain 
yourself, and the thing had to be concluded immediately, 
that it might make no noise.'' 

" And that scum called you ' Girondin,' Maurice, — 
you, a thoroughbred EepubHcan ] '' 

" By Jove, he did I and this will convince you that 
another adventure of this nature and we become unpop* 
ular; and you well know, Lorin, in these times unpopular 
is a synonymous term for suspected.^' 

** I know it well," said Lorin ; " and that word appalls 
the bravest heart ; but never mind— It is repugnant 
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to my feelings to allow this poor H^bise to be led to the 
guillotine without asking her forgiveness." 

" What do you wish to do 1 '* 

" I wish you to remain here ; you have nothing to re- 
proach yourself with, so far as she is concerned. With 
me, you see, the case is very different. Since I can do 
nothing for her, I will meet her on her way. I wish to 
go there, Maurice ; do you comprehend me ? Were she 
to give me only a wave of her hand — " 

" I will accompany you then," said Maurice. 

" Impossible, my friend ; you are a municipal, secretary 
to a section, and you have just been tried, while I have 
only been your defender. They would think you guilty, 
therefore remain here. As for me, it is quite another 
thing. I risk nothing, and therefore go." 

" Go then," said he, " but be prudent." 

Lorin smiled, shook Maurice's hand, and left. 

Maurice opened his window, and waved a sad adieu ; but 
before Lorin had turned the comer of the street, Maurice 
could not help gazing wistfully at liim more than once, 
and each time, as if drawn by magnetic influence and 
sympathy, Lorin turned round, looked at him, and 
smiled. 

At last, when the latter had disappeared at the comer 
of the quay, Maurice closed the window, threw himself 
into a fauteuil, and fell into one of those dreamy moods 
which in people of strong mind and vigorous constitution 
are often the presentiments of misfortune, aa they resem- 
ble vhe calm which is the precursor of the storm. He 
was softly awakened from his revery, or rather state of 
stupor, by his official, who, on returning from the execu- 
tion of some commission, entered with the sprightly air of 
a servant anxious to communicate his budget of news. 
Seeing his master preoccupied, however, he dared not in- 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE MUSOADIN. 267 

terrupt bim, and consoled himself bj constantly passing 
and re-passing before him, without any reasonable cause 
for so doing. 

** What is it ? " at length said Maurice; *' speak, if 70Q 
have anything to tell me." 

'' Ah ! Citizen, another desperate conspiracy/' 

Maurice merely shrugged his shoulders. 

" A conspiracy enough to make the hair of one's head 
stand upright/' continued Agesilaus. 

** Indeed I '' replied Maurice, like a man accustomed to 
hear daily of thirty conspiracies at this epoch. 

"Yes, Citizen," replied Agesilaus; "it drives me to 
firenzy, you see. The very thought of it makes a good 
patriot's flesh creep." 

" Let us hear this conspiracy," said Maurice. 

" The Austrian has all but escaped." 

" Nonsense r' said Maurice, beginning to listen with 
greater attention. 

"It seems," continued Agesilaus, "that the Widow 
Capet was in communication with the girl Tison, who is 
to be guillotined to^ay. She has not escaped that fate, 
unfortunate creature 1 " 

" How had the queen communication with this girl 1 " 
demanded Maurice, who felt the perspiration exuding at 
every pore. 

"Through a carnation. Can you imagine, Citizen, 
how they could have conveyed the plan to her in a 
carnation 1" 

" In a carnation 1 Who did this 1 " 

^ Monsieur le Chevalier de — wait then ! His name 
is notorious, but as for me, I forget all these names. 
A Chevalier de Chateau— what a fool I am I It is not 
a Chateau — a Chevalier de Maison." 

'* De Maison-Rouge r' 
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' '* That is it." 

"Impossible!" 

" How impossible 1 when I told you they have found 
the trap-door, the subterranean passage, and coaches." 

^'On the contrary, you have told me nothing of all 
this." 

** Well, I am going to tell yon, then." 

^*Go on^ then. If it is a story^ it is at least a good 
one.** 

** No, Citizen, it is not a story, very far from it ; and 
in proof of that, I had it from a citizen porter. The 
aristocrats had dug a mine^ and this mine commenced at 
Rue de la Corderie, and terminated in the cellar of the 
little cabin belonging to Madame Plumeau, who has 
narrowly escaped being arrested as an accomplice. You 
know her, do you not 1" 

** Yes," replied Maurice ; '* go on I '* 

'' Capet's wife was to escape by the subterranean pas- 
sage. She already had her foot on the first step, when 
Simon caught her by her robe — But stay, they are 
beating to arms in the city, and the recall in the sections. 
Do yon not hear the drum 1 There ! It is said that the 
Prussians are at Dammartin, and have reconnoitred as far 
as the frontiers." 

In the midst of this maze of words, a medley of truth 
and falsehood, probability and impossibility, Maurice 
seized the guiding thread. All sprung from the carna- 
tion presented before his eyes to the queen, and purchased 
by himself from the poor miserable floww-girl. This 
carnation contained the plan of a plot which had just 
come to light, the details of which, more or less true, had 
been reported by Agesilaus. At this moment the noise 
of the drum came nearer, and Mam*ice heard the crier 
proclaim in the street, — 
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''Tremendous conspiracy discorered at the Temple by 
the Citizen Simon ! Grand conspiracy in favor of the 
Widow Capet discovered at the Temple ! " 

*' Yes, yes/' said Maurice ; " it is just as I thought. 
There is some truth in all this. And Lorin, in the midst 
of this popular excitement, goes to offer his hand to this 
girl and be cut to pieces.'' 

Maurice snatched up his hat, buckled his sword-belt, 
and with two bounds was in the street. 

<< Where can he be T' said Maurice to hhnself. *' Prob- 
ably on the load to the Concieigeiie,'' and he rushed 
toward the quay. 

At the extreme end of the Quai de la M^gisserie some 
pikes and bayonets, bristling in the midst of the crowd,' 
attracted his attention, and he fancied in the centre he 
could distinguish the uniform of a National Guard, and 
in the group signs of hostile movements. He ran, his 
heart oppressed with the dread of impending misfortune, 
toward the assemblage on the banks of the river. 

The National Guard pressed by the company of Mar- 
seillais was Lorin. He was very pale, his lips compressed, 
his eyes menacing; his hand upon the handle of his 
sword, measuring the place best calculated to strike the 
blows he fully intended to inflict on his cowardly 
assailants. 

Within two feet from Lorin stood Simon. He was 
laughing ferociously, and pointing him out to the 
Marseillais and the populace, saying, — 

*' Look at him ! look well at him ! He is one of those 
that I drove from the Temple yesterday for an ai-istocrat 
He is one of those who favored the correspondence with 
the carnations. This is an accomplice of the girl Tison, 
who will pass here presently. Well, do you see ? — he 
walks quietly on the quay while his coadjutor goes to 
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the guillotine ; and perhaps she was even more to him 
than an assistant. She might he his mistress, and he is 
here to bid her farewell, or to try to save her ! '* 

Lorin was not the man to endure more. He drew his 
sword. At the same time the crowd opened before a 
man who charged headlong into the group, whose broad 
shoulders had already knocked down two or three 
spectators who were preparing to become actors in this 
scene. 

" Be happy, Simon," said Maurice. " You regretted, 
no doubt, that I was not with my friend to enable you 
to turn your new title of Denunciator to full accoimt. 
Denounce ! Simon, denounce ! I am here." 

"Faith! yes," said Simon, with his hideous sneer; 
*'and your arrival is very apropos. This," continued he, 
" is the elegant Maurice Lindey, who was accused at the 
same time as the girl Tison, but was acquitted because he 
was rich." 

" To the lamp-post with them ! to the lamp-post ! " 
cried the Marseillais. 

^* Yes, forsooth, you had better make the attempt ! " 
said Maurice, and advancing a step he pricked one of 
the foremost of the cut-throats in the forehead, so that 
the blood from his wound nearly blinded him* 

*^ Have at the murderer 1 " cried the latter. 

The Marseillais lowered then* pikes, raised their hatch- 
ets, and loaded their guns, while the frightened crowd 
dispersed, leaving the two friends to contend alone against 
this storm of blows. They regarded each other with a 
last sad, yet sublime smile, while calmly awaiting their 
destruction from the whirlwind of iron and flame which 
threatened them, when all at once the door of the house 
against which they were leaning opened^ and a swarm of 
young people, attired in the habits of those termed 
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**Muscadins," or " Fops," each wearing a sword and brace 
of pistols in his girdle, rushed upon the Marseillais, and 
were instantly engaged in a terrific contest. 

*^ Hurrah 1 hurrah I '' cried Maurice and Lorin, simul- 
taneously, animated by this unexpected relief, without 
xeflecting that to fight in the ranks of the new-comers 
was to confirm Simon's accusation, — ** Hurrah ! " 

But if they were forgetful of their own safety, another 
thought for them. A short young man, about five-and 
twenty years of age, with blue eyes, who fought without 
any intermission, with infinite science and valor, with a 
heavy sword which any one would have thought his del* 
icate and feminine hand incapable of wielding, perceiving 
that Maurice and Loi^in, instead of escaping by the door 
which he seemed to have left open for that purpose, re- 
mained fighting by his side, turned to them and said in 
a low voice, — 

"Fly directly through this door; pay no attention 
to what we do here, or you will uselessly compromi9e 
yourselves." 

Then, seeing the two Mends hesitate, he suddenly 
cried, addressing himself to Maurice, "Away! no pa- 
triots among us, Citizen Lindey; we are aristocrats 
here!" 

At these words, united to the audacity which would 
induce a man publicly to accuse himself of what at this 
period must lead to certain death, the crowd uttered a 
loud shout. 

But the fair young man and two or three of his friends, 
without evincing any symptoms of alarm, pushed Mau- 
rice and Lorin into the alley, and closed the door behind 
them. They then threw themselves into the mel^e, 
which was now considerably augmented by the approach 
of the &tal cart. 
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Maarice and Lorin, thus miraculously saved^ i«garded 
each other in amazement. The outlet seemed to have 
been designed for the express purpose of their Escape. 
They entered a court, and at the end discovered a small 
private door which opened into Rue Saint Oermain 
I'Auxerrois. 

At this moment a detachment of gendarmes issued 
from Pont au Change, who had soon swept the quay, 
although, from the cross-street where our two friends 
had concealed themselves, they heard for an instant the 
noise of an obstinate struggle. These gendarmes pre- 
ceded the cart which conducted the hapless H^Ioiae to 
the scaffold. 

" Gallop ! " cried a voice, — " gallop.*' 

The cart proceeded at a quick pace, and Lorin saw the 
unfortunate girl standing, a smile upon her lips, and calm 
reliance in her eye, but was unable to exchange even a 
gesture with her, as she passed without seeing him, in the 
midst of a perfect maelstrom of people, shouting, — - 

" To the guillotine with the aristocrat I to the 
guillotine ! ** 

The noise decreased in the distance till it reached the 
Tuileries. Then the little door through which Maurice 
and Lorin had escaped, again opened, and three or four 
Muscadins, with their clothes torn and stained with 
blood, passed through. It was probably all that re- 
mained of the little troop. The fair young man went 
through the last. 

" Alas ! " said he, ** this cause is then accursed ! " and 
casting from him his sword, notched and bloody, he 
rushed toward Rue des Lavaadi&res. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Tm» OHBVALIER DB HAISON-ROUGB. 

Maubiob hastened to return to the section to enter a 
complaint against Simon. It is true that before quitting 
Maurioey Lorin had found a more expeditious way ; this 
was to collect some Thermopyles to lie in wait for him, 
and on his first exit from the Temple to kill him in a 
pitched battle. But Maurice strenuously opposed this 
plan. 

" You are ruined," said he, " if you make use of these 
means. Crush Simon, but do it legally. That ought to 
be an easy thing enough to the lawyers/' 

Consequently, the next morning, Maurice laid a formal 
complaint before the section, but was both astonished and 
annoyed when the president turned a deaf ear, excusing 
himself by saying he could not interfere between two good 
citizens, each incited by the love of country. 

'* Good," said Maurice. " I know now how to act to 
merit the reputation of a good citizen. To assemble the 
people in order to assassinate a man who displeases you : 
this you call being ' incited by love of country.' Well^ I 
agree to Lorin's opinion^ which I was wrong to dispute. 
After to-day, as you hear, I shall adopt patriotism, and 
shall first experiment upon Simon." 

"Citizen Maurice,'' replied the president, "you are, 
after all, perhaps more to blame in this afifair than Simon. 
He discovered a conspiracy, which it was not his province 
to do. Tou saw nothing, although the discovery formed 

38 
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part of your duty ; and more, you have held communica- 
tion — accidentally or intentionally, we know not which — 
with the enemies of the nation." 

** I ? " said Maurice. " Well, this is something new. 
And with whom, pray. Citizen President 1 " 

*'With the Citizen Maison-Rouge." 

"II" said Maurice, stupefied. " I had communica- 
tion with the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge 1 I do not 
know him — I never — '' 

" You have been seen speaking to him." 

"II" 

** Shaking his hand.'' 

"ir' 

"Yes." 

" Where 1 When, Citizen President?" said Maurice, 
carried away by the firm conviction of his own innocence. 
"You have lied!" 

" Your zeal for your country carries you too ferj Citi- 
zen Maurice ; " said the president, " and you will regret 
what you have said, when I tell you I can prove that I 
have advanced nothing but the truth. Here are three 
diflferent reports accusing you." 

" Now," said Maurice, " do you really think me sim- 
ple enough to believe in your ^Chevalier de Maison- 
Rouge M" 

"And why should you not believe it? " 

"Because it is only the ghost of a conspirator, with 
whom you always have a conspiracy ready to amuse your 
enemies.'' 

"Read the denunciations." 

" I will read nothing," said Maurice. " I protest I 
have never seen the Chevalier, — never spoken to him. 
Let any one who doubts my word of honor come and tell 
me so. I shall know how to answer him." 
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The president shrugged his shoulders. Maurice, who 
did not wish to be in arrears with any one, did the same. 
An air of gloomy silence pervaded the remainder of the 
sitting. After the meeting was concluded, the president, 
a stanch patriot raised to the highest rank in the dis- 
trict by the votes of his fellow-citizens, approached Mau- 
rice, and said, — 

" Come, Maurice, I want to speak to you.*' 

Maurice followed the president, who conducted him 
into a little cabinet adjoining that where the sittings 
were held. On arriving there, he regarded Maurice for 
a moment in silence; then placing his hand on his 
shoulder, — 

"Maurice," said he, "I knew and esteemed your 
father; this makes me esteem and love you. Believe 
me, you incur great danger from want of faith, — the first 
falling ojff of a truly revolutionary spirit. Maurice, my 
friend, they who lose theur faith also lose their fidelity. 
You do not believe in the enemies of the nation, there- 
fore you pass near without seeing them, and become an 
instrument in their plots without being aware of it." 

" What, the devil I " said Maurice, " I know. Citizen, 
I am a man of feeling, and possess some share of patri- 
otic zeal; but my zeal does not render me a fanatia 
There are twenty pretended conspiracies, to which the 
public assign the same name. I demand once for all to 
face my accuser." 

" You will not believe in conspirators, Maurice," said 
the president; "then tell me, do you believe in the 
red carnation for which H^loise Tison was yesterday 
guillotined 1 " 

Maurice started. 

"Do you helieTe in the subterranean passage drilled 
tmder the Temple garden communicating through the 
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cellar of Citizen Plumeau with a certain house in the 
Bue de la Corderie ? " 

" No/* said Maurice. 

'' Then do as Thomas the Apostle did, — go and see/* 

'^ I am not on guard at the Temple^ and they would 
mot allow me to enter." 

" Any one may enter the Temple now/' 

"How is that 1" 

" Read this report, since you are so incredulous. I 
shall only proceed by official information." 

" Ah ! " said Maurice, reading the report, " has it 
come to thisT* 

"Continue." 

"Are they going to remove Marie Antoinette to the 
Conciergerie 1 " 

" They are ; and do you think that from a dream, or 
what you call an imaginary idea or an idle story, the 
Committee of Public Safety would have adopted so grave 
a measure?" 

" This measure has been adopted, but will never be 
executed, like many more I have seen sanctioned and 
all — " 

" Elead to the end,'' said the president, and he pre- 
sented him with the last paper. 

" The receipt of Richard, the jailer of the Concierge- 
rie ! " cried Maurice. 

'* She has been there these two hours." This time 
Maurice remained deep in thought 

" The Commune, as you know,** continued the president, 
'^ acts with profound judgment. It is digging a furrow 
long and straight in its course ; its measures are not 
puerile, and it has put in execution the principle of 
Cromwell, — ^ Kings should be struck on the head.* 
Read this secret note from the minister of police." 
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Maurice read, — 

'^ Seeing that we possess the certainty that the d-devamt 
Chevalier de Maison-Rouge is in Paris ; that he has been seen 
in several places ; that he has left traces of his appearance in 
various plots, happily frustrated, — I request all chiefs of sec- 
tions to redouble their vigilance — ** 

** WelH* asked the president. 

" I naust believe you, Citizen President," said Maurice, 
and he continued, — 

'^ Description of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge : In height, 
five feet three inches ; fair hair, blue eyes, straight nose, 
chestnut-colored beard, dimpled chin, soft voice, and hands 
like a female's.'' 

At this description a strange light burst upon Maurice; 
he thought of the young man who commanded the troop 
of Muscadins, and who on the preceding evening saved 
the lives of himself and Lorin, and so valiantly drew his 
sword upon the Marseillais in their defence. 

" The deuce ! " muttered Maurice, " it must be he ; in 
that case the accusation that I have been seen speaking 
to him is not false. But I cannot remember taking his 
hand." 

" Mamrice/' asked the president, " what do you say to 
all this, now, my friend 1 " 

" That I believe what you have said," said Maurice, 
musing sadly, who for some time past, without under- 
standing what evil influence saddened his life, had noticed 
everything darkening around him. 

" Do not trifle thus with popularity," said the presi- 
dent. ^ In these days, Maurice, popularity is life. As 
for unpopularity, it is to be suspected of treason ; and the 
Citizen Maurice Lindey ought not to brook the suspiciou 
of being a traitor." 
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Maurice had nothing to reply to sentiments so much 
in accordance with his own. He thanked his old friend 
and left the section. 

" Ah ! " murmured he, " there is too much suspicion 
and battling. Now," drawing a deep breath, — "now 
for peace, innocence, and joy; now to Genevieve, ' and 
Maurice took the road to the old Rue Saint Jacques. 

When he reached the abode of the master-tanner, 
Dixmer and Morand were supporting Genevieve, who 
was suffering from a violent attack of hysterics. Thus, 
instead of being allowed to enter unceremoniously as he 
was accustomed to do, a servant met him in the passage. 

" Announce me, at all events," said he, " and if Dixmer 
cannot conveniently receive me, I will retire." 

The domestic entered the little pavilion, while Maurice 
remained in the garden. It seemed to him that some- 
thing strange was going on in the house, and the work- 
men, instead of being occupied in their usual employment, 
were pacing restlessly about the garden. At length 
Dixmer himself appeared. 

" Come in, dear Maurice," said he, — ** come in ; you 
arei not one of those against whom the door is closed.^' 

" What is the matter 1 " inquired the young man. 

" Genevieve is ill," said Dixmer ; ** indeed, more than 
ill, — she is delirious." 

" Gracious Heaven ! " cried the young man, overcome 
at again encountering trial and suffering ; " what, then, 
is the matter with her ? " 

•* You are aware, my friend,"' said Dixmer, " one never 
knows anything concerning the illness of women, especially 
their husbands." 

Genevieve was lying on a lounge; near her stood 
Morand, offering her some salts, which she smelled 
ocoasionally. 
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** Well 1 " asked Dixmer. 

** Always the same thing," replied Morand. 

" Heloise 1 H^loise 1 " murmured the young woman, 
from between her closed teeth and white lips. 

<' Sophie I " repeated Maurice, in much surprise. 

" Oh, my Crod I yes,'* replied Dixmer, greatly affbcted ; 
" Genevieve most unfortunately saw the cart pass yester- 
day conveying the unhappy girl to the scaffold. Since 
then she has had five or six attacks of hysterics, and 
keeps on continuaUy calling upon Sophie." 

"But the most astonishing thing of all is, that in her 
she recognized the girl who sold the carnations, which 
you already know about," said Morand. 

'^ Certainly, I know about them," said Maurice, " since 
in consequence of them I very narrowly escaped having 
my head cut off.'* 

*' Ah ! we have heard all that, dear Maurice, and, 
believe me, we have not been slightly alarmed ; but 
Morand was at the sitting, and saw you fiiUy acquitted 
and liberated." 

*^ Silence ! " said Maurice ; ** she again speaks.*' 

*' Oh, those empty, unintelligible words I " exclaimed 
Dixmer. 

" Maurice," murmured Genevieve ; " they are going to 
kill Maurice. Rescue him. Chevalier, — rescue him I" 
A profound silence followed these words. 

*' Maison-Eouge,'' again murmured Genevieve ; 
*^ Maison-Eouge ! " 

Maurice felt a slight suspicion, but he could make out 
nothing clearly, and was too much affected by the 
suffering of Genevieve to attend much to her words. 

** Have you called in a physician 1 " demanded Maurice. 

'* Oh, it will prove nothing," said Dixmer ; ** a momen- 
tary delirium, that is all," and he shook his wife so 
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violently by the arm that she revived, and uttering a 
shrill cry^ opened her eyes, which till now had remained 
dosed. 

^ Ah, you are both here, and Maurice with you. Oh, 
I am so glad to see you, dear friend ; if you knew what 
I have — •* she corrected herself — " what we have suf- 
fered for the last two days." 

** Yes, we are all here," said Maurice; ** have no more 
terror on that account. But there is one name above all 
others you must not accustom yourself to pronounce, 
seeing that at this moment it does not bear a very high 
repute.'* 

" What name? " quickly demanded Genevieve. 

" The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge." 

"Have I named the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge 1 •* 
inquired Genevieve, bewildered. 

** Without doubt you have," said Dixmer, with a 
forced laugh; "but understand, Maurice, there is 
nothing surprising in that, since it is said he was an 
accomplice with the girl Tison, and that it was he who 
concocted the whole plan of escape so happily frustrated 
yesterday." 

" I do not say there is anything surprising in it," said 
Maurice; *'I only say he should keep himself well 
concealed." 

" Who 1 " demanded Dixmer. 

"Zounds! The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. The 
Commune seeks for him ; and their bloodhounds have a 
fine scent.*' 

** Provided that, before they arrest him," said Morand, 
" he has not accomplished some new enterprise that may 
succeed better than the last." 

" At an events," said Maurice, " it will not be in favor 
of the queen." 
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** Why not 1 ** demanded Morand. 

^Because she is henceforth shielded from his bold 
attempts." 

" Where is she then ] " inquired Dixmer. 

*'At the Conciergerie," replied Maurice; "she was 
taken there this evening." 

Dixmer^ Genevieve, and Morand uttered a cry which 
Maurice mistook for one of surprise. 

•*Thus you see," continued he, "adieu to the Chev- 
alier's plans for the queen. The Conciergerie is more 
secure than the Temple." 

Morand and Dixmer exchanged looks unperceived by 
Maurice. 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Maurice, ^^ Madame Dixmer has 
turned faint again." 

** Genevieve I " said Dixmer, ** you must go to bed, 
my child ; you suffer.'* 

Maurice took the hint. He respectfully kissed Gene- 
vieve's hand, and quitted the house. Morand left with 
him, and accompanied him as far as the old Rue Saint 
Jacques, where he parted with him to exchange some words 
with a man, a superior sort of domestic, who held ahorse 
ready saddled and bridled. Maurice was so much occupied 
with his own thoughts that he did not even ask the 
man's name ; indeed, he and Morand had not exchanged 
a word since they quitted the house together. 

Maurice took the road to Rue des Fosses Saint Victor, 
and gained the quay. 

** It is strange," said he, walking on. ** Is my mind 
weakened, or are these events assuming undue impor- 
tance ) Everything appears to me as if viewed through 
a magnifying glass." And to recover his equanimity, 
Maurice leaned over the parapet of the bridge and pre- 
sented his &oe to the breeze. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THB PATBOL. 

As he lost himself in these reflections, and leaning over 
the parapet of the bridge, enjoyed a melancholy pleasure 
in gazing on the dark still water^ he heard the measured 
tread of a little troop, like that of a^ patrol. Maurice 
turned round ; it was a company of the National Guard, 
arrived by the other extremity, and in the obscurity he 
fancied he recognized Lorin. It was he, indeed. The 
instant he saw his Mend Maurice he ran toward him with 
open arms. 

" Found at last," cried Lorin. '* Jaith, it is not with 
out some trouble that we have rejoined you. 

" ' But since I find a friend so fond. 
My fate assumes an aspect new.' 

This time you will not complain, I hope, for I have given 
you Racine instead of Lorin." 

** But what do you do here as patrol ?" inquired Maurice, 
anxiously. 

'^I am the chief of the expedition, old fellow; the 
business is to establish our blemished reputation upon its 
original footing." Then turning toward his company, 
*' Carry arms I Present arms I Shoulder arms I " 

"There, my lads, it is not yet sufficiently dark, so yon 
can talk over your little affairs while we follow your ex- 
ample." Then turning to Maurice, " I have heard great 
news at the section to-day," continued Lorin. 
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'^ First, that you and I are beginning to be saspected.'* 

" I know it. What next 1 " 

^ Secondly, that the whole conspiracy of the carnations 
was conducted by the Chevalier de Maison-Eouge." 

** I know that also/' 

**But this you do not know, — that the conspiracy of 
the carnations and that of the subterranean passage are 
one and the same." 

" Again, I know it/' 

** Then let us pass on to the third piece of news. This 
I am certain you cannot know. We go this night to 
capture the Chevalier de Maison-Bouge." 

"To take the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?" 

"Yes." 

** Have you then turned gendarme 1 " 

*' No ; but I am a patriot. A patriot belongs to his 
country. Kow my country is horribly ravaged by this 
Chevalier, who forms plot upon plot. Well, my country 
commands me, being a patriot, to free her from this Cheva- 
lier de Maison-Rouge, who distresses her horribly, and 
I obey my country," 

" It is all the same," said Maurice ; " but it is singular 
that you should be charged with this commission." 

" I am not charged ; I charge myself, or rather, I should 
say, I solicited the commission. It required a brilliant 
stroke to reinstate us in our former position ; while our 
re-establishment will not only prove security for our lives, 
but still more the right of putting, at the very first oppor- 
tunity offered, six inches of steel into the belly of that 
hideous Simon." 

^ But how are they sure it was the Chevalier who was 
the instigator of this subterranean plot 1 " 

" They are not yet certain, but they presume so.** 
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" Tou proceed, then, upon inference 1 " 

" No ; we proceed by certainty." 

" How do you make out all this % " 

" Listen." 

" I am listening." 

" I had scarcely heard the cry ' Grand conspiracy dis- 
covered by the Citizen Simon,' — that beast Simon (the 
wretch is everywhere), — than I wished to judge of the 
truth for myself Then, they spoke of a subterranean 



•* Does it really exist % " 
** It does ; I have seen it ; 

** 'Seen it with both my eyes ; that I call seeing; — ' 

There, why do you not hiss ? " 

'' Because that is Moli^re ; and besides, these events^ 
I must confess, appear to me rather too serious for 
pleasantly." 

" What can we jest about, if we do not jest about 
serious things?" 

" You say, then, that you have seen it 1 " 
** I repeat that I have seen the subterranean passage. 
It extends from the cellar of the Widow Plumeau to a 
house in the Rue de la Corderie, No. 12 or 14, I cannot 
remember which.'* 

" Really 1 Have you passed through it, Lorin 1 " 
'' I have, the whole length ; and, faith, it is a trench 
prettily cut, I assure you ; and moreover it was divided 
by three iron gratings, which they have been obliged to 
remove one after the other, but which, in case these con- 
spirators had succeeded, would have given them time, by 
sacrificing two or three of their number, to have placed 
Madame Widow Capet in a place of safety. Happily it 
is not so, and that hideous Simon discovered ail ! " 
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^Bat it appears to me," said Maorioei 'Hhose who 
ought to have been first arrested were the inhabitanta 
of the house in the Rue de la Corderie." 

** This would have been^ had thej not found the house 
perfectly uninhabited." 

*^ But at least this house must belong to some one 1 " 

"Yes, to a new proprietor; but no one knows who. 
Thej know the house ohanged masters two weeks 
since, and that is all. The neighbors have often heard 
a noise; but the bouse being very old« thej had im- 
agined it was undergoing thorough repair. As to the 
late proprietor, he has left Paris. In the mean time I 
arrived." 

^* ' Upon my word 1 ' said I to Santerre^ drawing him 
aside, 'you are in an awkward situation.' 

" * Indeed we are,' replied he. 

<* < This house has been sold, has it not 1 * 

** ' Tesy it was, about a fortnight ago.' 

u < yi^^ ^j^ ^i^ Iq ^q presence of a notary f ' 

<''Yes.' 

*^ * Then we must search all the notaries in Paris, to 
discover which of them sold this house, and then make 
him produce the agreement, at the bottom of which will 
be found the name of the purchaser.' 

" * Well and good ! ' said Santerre, ' that is capital 
advice, and coming too from a man they accuse of not 
being a good patriot. Lorin ! Lorin ! I will re-establish 
you, or may the foul fiend seize me ! ' 

**To be brief," continued Lorin, "this was no sooner 
said than done. The notary was sought for, the act was 
found; and upon the agreement the name and domicile 
of the culprit were written. Then Santerre took me 
aside, and I have engaged to arrest him." 

" Was this man the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge 1 " 
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'^ No, only his accomplice, -— that is to say, in all 
probability he was so." 

** Then how is it you say you are going to arrest the 
Chevalier de Maison-Rouge 1 " 

'* We are going to arrest them all together." 

<< Do youy then, know this Chevalier de Maison-Bouge I ^ 

'* Perfectly." 

" Have you seen the description of him 1 " 

*^ By thunder I Santerre gave it to me. Five feet two 
or three inches, fair hair^ blue eyes, straight nose, etc. ', 
besides, I have seen him." 

"Whenl" 

'* This very day." 

** You have seen himi " 

" And so have you." 

Maurice started. 

'^The short, fair young man who rescued us this mom- 
ing, — he who commanded the troop of Muscadins, and 
struck so hard.'* 

'^ Was that the Chevalier 1 " demanded Maurice. 

'^ Himself. They followed and lost him in the environs 
of the domicile of our proprietor of the Rue de la Corderie, 
so that we surmise they live together." 

« It seems probable." 

" It is certain." 

** But it seems to me^ Lorin," added Maurice, ** that if 
this evening you arrest him who rescued you this very 
morning, you are much wanting in gratitude." 

" Go along, then," said Lorin ; " why, you don't suppose 
he saved us for our own sokes, do you 1 " 

"For what else, then!" 

"Not at all; they were in ambush to carry off the 
poor ^rl, H^lolse Tison, as she passed to the scaffold. 
Our cut-throats embarrassed them^ so they fell upon the 
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out-throats ; that was the whole of it. We have been 
saved by a contre<oup. Now, as the intention is every- 
thing, and there was no intention, I have nothing to 
accuse myself with on the scbre of ingratitude. Besides, 
do you see, Maurice, the capital point is necessity ; and 
the necessity is that we should reinstate ourselves by 
some brilliant achievement. And then I have promised 
for you." 

"To whom 1** 

^To Santerre; he knows that you command this 
expedition." 

'* How can that be 1" 

"'Are you sure of arresting these criminal' said 
he to me. 

" ^ Yes,' I replied ; * if Maurice is with me.* 

" * But are you sure of Maurice % For some time he 
has been looked upon as rather lukewarm.' 

" * Those who say so are totally deceived. Maurice is 
no more lukewarm in the cause than I am myself 

" ' And you will answer for his fidelity % * 

" ' As for my own.* I then went to your house, but 
could not find you at home. I took this road first be- 
cause it lay in my way, and then I remembered it was 
the one you usually frequented ; so at last we have met. 
Forward ! March! 

" * Where Victory leads us still onward we go, 
Ever joyfully singing we *11 face every foe.' * 

" My dear Lorin, I am in despair. I do not feel the 
slightest taste for this expedition. Say that you were 
not able to find me." 

" Impossible 1 all our men have seen you." 
" Well, then; say you met me, and I was not willing to 
join you." 
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" Again impossible." 

« But why so r' 

''Because this time you will not only be considered 
lukewarm, but a suspect ; and you well know the fate of 
these suspects. They are conducted to the Place de la 
Eevolution, and are there invited to salute the statue 
of Liberty; only instead of saluting with the hat they 
substitute the head." 

" Well, Lorin, I hardly care how soon this fate may 
befall me ; but without doubt it seems strange to you to 
hear me say so." 

Lorin opened his eyes wide, and looked at Maurice. 

" Well,'* said Maurice, ** I am weary of life." 

Lorin burst into a roar of laughter. 

" Ah ! ah ! " said he, " we have had a quarrel with our 
beloved, and that fills us with melancholy ideas. Come, 
my handsome Amadis ! let us return to the man, and 
from that we shall pass to the citizen. As for me I am 
never a better patriot than when I am embroiled with 
Arth^mise. Apropos, her Divinity the Goddess Reason 
charged me with a thousand gracious messages for you.** 

" Pray thank her for me. Adieu^ Lorin." 

" Adieu ! how adieu 1 " 

"Yes, I am going." 

" Where are you going 1 " 

" I am going home." 

** Maurice, you will ruin yourself." 

" I laugh at the idea." 

" Maurice, reflect ; my friend, reflect t *' 

" I have done so." 

" I have not repeated all — " 

"What!" 

" That Santerre said to me.** 

*• What did he say 1^ 
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^When I asked for you to be chief of this expedition, 
he said to me, * Take care I ' *' 

"•Ofwhomr 

"* Of Maurice.^ •• 

"OfmeT 

"Yes, Maurice; and he also added, 'he often goes 
into that quarter?*" 

" Into what quarter 1 " 

" Into that of Maison-Rouge." 

** How r* cried Maurice," is it here he hides himself 1 ** 

"They fancy so, since it is here his supposed wjcom- 
plice resides, the purchaser of the house in the Rue de la 
Corderie." 

" Faubourg Victor 1 " demanded Maurice. 

*• Yes ; Faubourg Victor." 

" And in what street 1 " — 

^* In the old Rue Saint Jacques.'* 

** God ! " murmured Maurice, as if struck by a 
thunderbolt. And he pressed his hand before his eyes. 
But after a moment's interval, during which he had col- 
lected all his courage, — 

" What trade 1 " said he. 

** A master-tanner." 

"His name 1** 

"Dixmer." 

"You are right, Lorin,** said Maurice, by a violent 
effort controlling his emotion ; " I will go with you." 

" And you do well ; are you armed 1 " 

" I always carry my sword." 

" Take also this pair of pistols." 

"And you?" 

" I have my gun. Carry arms ! Shoulder arms ! For- 
ward I March ! " 

The patrol commenced its march, accompanied by 
19 
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Maurice, who walked near Lorin. They were preceded 
by a man dressed in gray, who directed their movements. 
This was an agent of police. 

From time to time a shadow might be seen emerging 
from the angles of the streets or the doors of the houses, 
who exchanged some words with the man in gray. This 
was the inspector. On arriving at the little street, the 
man in gray did not hesitate for an instant. He was 
well instructed, and entered the street at once. Before 
the door of the garden where Maurice had been so nearly 
garroted, he stopped. 

" It is here," said he. 

** What is here ? " demanded Lorin. 

** It is here we shall find the two principals." 

Maurice supported himself against the wall ; he felt as 
if he were sinking to the ground. 

" Now," said the man in gray, " there are three en- 
trances, — the principal entrance, this one, and another 
which leads into a pavilion. I shall enter with six or 
eight men through the principal entrance, in the mean 
time keep guard here with four or five men, and place 
three sure men at the entrance of the pavilion." 

** I will get over the wall," said Maurice, " and watch 
in the garden." 

*'The very thing," said Lorin, "as from the interior 
you can open the door to us." 

" Willingly," said Maurice, " but do not clear the pas- 
sage, or come, till I call you. All that passes in the 
interior I shall see from the garden." 

"You are acquainted with the house, then!" de- 
manded Lorin. 

" Some time back I wished to buy it." 

Lorin proceeded to conceal his men in the comers of 
»hc hedges and angles of the doors, while the agent of 
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polioe retired with six or eight National Guards to force 
his way by the principal entrance. In an instant the 
noise of their receding steps ceased in the distance, with- 
out having awakened the least suspicion. Maurice's men 
were at their post, and did their best to keep concealed. 
One would have declared that everything was perfectly 
quiet, and that nothing extraordinary was passing in the 
old Bue Saint Jacques. Maurice then began to climb 
the wall. 

'^Listen,'* said Lorin. 

« To what 1" 

" The countersign/' 

"Righe 

'^ ' Carnation and Vault.' Stop all those who cannot 
give these three words. Permit all to pass who can. 
This is the password." 

** Thanks," said Maurice, droppmg from the top of the 
wall mto the garden. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE PASSWORD. 

The first blow was terrible. It indeed reqmred all 
Maurice's self-command to enable him to conceal from 
Lorin how powerfully he was affected by these startling 
events ; but once in the garden, once alone in the silence 
of night, his mind became more calm, and his ideas, in- 
stead of running disordered through his brainy became 
once more under the control of reason. 

What ! this house that Maurice had so often visited 
iprith the purest pleasure ; this house which had formed 
for him a paradise on earth, — was in reality only a den of 
sanguinary intrigues. The kind and flattering receptions 
bestowed on his ardent friendship resulted then from 
sheer hypocrisy ; the love of Genevieve from fear. 

The plan of the garden is well-known, our readers 
having more than once followed our young folks there. 
Maurice glided from bush to bush till he was shaded 
fit)m the moon's rays by the little conservatory where he 
had been, imprisoned previous to his first introduction to 
the house This conservatory was opposite the pavilion 
inhabited by Genevieve. But this evening, instead of 
gleaming stationary from her chamber, the light moved 
frequently from one window to another. Maurice saw 
Genevieve through the curtain, evidently raised by acci- 
dent, hastily packing some things in a portmanteau, and 
with astonishment beheld some weapons in her hands. 
He raised himself upon a post to enable him to see 
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fa^ iliCi into the room. A large fire was blazing on the 
hearth, where Genevieve was destroying papers. 

At this moment the door opened and a young man 
entered the room. At first Maurice imagined this man 
was Dizmer. The young woman ran toward him, seized, 
his hands, a^d they both stood facing each other for a. 
moment, evidently influenced by some deep emotion. 
What this emotion meant he could not divine, as their 
words did not reach his hiding-place. But all at once. 
Maurice measured his height with his eye. 

** This is not Dizmer," murmured he. Indeed, the man 
who had entered was small and delicate, while Dizmer- 
was tall and masculine. Jealousy is an active stimulant, 
and in a second he had compared the figure of this man 
with that of her husband. 

''This is not Dizmer! ** murmured he, compelled as it. 
were to repeat it, to convince himself of the perfidy of 
Genevieve. 

He approached still nearer to the window, but the. 
nearer he came the less he saw. His brain was on fire. 
He stumbled on a ladder ; the window was seven or eight 
feet high. He seized the ladder, and planting it firmly 
against the wall, ascended and placed his eye at an 
aperture in the curtain. 

Genevifeve's unknown visitor was a fair young man, 
about twenty-siz or twenty-seven years of age, with blue 
eyes, and an elegant demeanor ; he retained both the 
yoimg woman's hands within his own, and was speaking 
soothingly, endeavoring fruitlessly to assuage the grief 
of Genevieve, which was plainly evinced by the tears 
which sufEused her charming countenance. A slight 
noise, accidentally made by Maurice, caused the young 
man to turn his face toward the window. Maurice sup- 
pressed a cry of astonishment, he recognized his mys* 
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teriouB deliverer of the Place du Chatelet. At thia 
moment Genevieve withdrew her hands from those of the 
unknown, and went toward the fireplace to ascertain 
that the papers were utterly consumed. 

Maurice could no longer command his indignation. 
All those fierce passions which torture the heart of man 
— love, vengeance, and jealousy — lacerated him with 
their fangs of fire. He at once threw open the ill-closed 
casement, and vaulted into the chamber. At the same 
moment two pistols were pressed to his breast. 

Genevi&ve, who had turned round at the noise, on 
perceiving Maurice stood speechless. 

*' Sir,'^ said the young Eepublican, coldly, to him who 
had a double hold on his life, " you are the Chevalier de 
Maison-Kouge.'^ 

" And what if I am V replied the Chevalier. 

^ It is this : you are a brave man, and consequently a 
cool one, and I would say two words to you." 

'' Say on,'' said the Chevalier, without lowering his 
pistols. 

^^ You can kill me ; but you cannot do so before I have 
uttered a cry, or rather I will not die without giving an 
alarm. Should I do so, the thousand men who surround 
this house will have reduced it to ashes ere the lapse of 
ten minutes ; so lower your pistols and listen to what I 
have to say to the lady." 

" To Genevifeve 1 ** said the Chevalier. 

'' To me f " murmured the young woman. 

•* Yes, to you." 

Genevieve, pale as a statue, seized Maurice's arm ; but 
be repulsed her coldly. 

" You know what you afi&rmed, Madame," said Maurice, 
-with profound contempt. " I now see that you told the 
truth. You indeed do not love Monsieur Morand." 
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** Maurice I hear me/* said Genevieve. 

^ I have nothing to hear, Madame ; jou have severed 
with a single stroke every cord that united my heart with 
your own. You told me you did not love Morand, but 
you did not tell me you loved another.'' 

" Sir/' said the Chevalier, " what say you of Morand > 
or rather of what Morand do you speak 1 " 

"Of Morand the chemist." 

** Morand the chemist stands before you. Morand 
the chemist is the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge." 

And extending his hand toward the table, he in an in- 
stant resumed the black wig which for so long a period 
had concealed him from the young Republican. 

" Ah, yes," said he, with redoubled disdain, — ** yes, I 
understand. It is not Morand that you love, since 
Morand does not exist; but the subterfuge, for all its 
acuteness, is none the less contemptible." 

The Chevalier made a threatening movement* 

'' Sur," said Maurice, *' permit me to speak a moment 
with the lady ; join in the conversation if you like ; it 
will not be long, I assure yop," 

Genevi&ve, with a gesture, asked Maison-Eouge to 
have patience. 

** Thus, Genevieve, thus," continued Maurice, " you 
have made me a laughing-stock to my friends and a curse 
to my party. You have rendered me, blind fool that I 
was, an instrument in all your plots and an easy tool in 
your hands. Listen ! It was an infamous deed ; but you 
will be pimished, Madame, for in five minutes this man, 
who is going to kill me before your eyes, will be lying 
dead at your feet ; or if his life be spared, it will only be 
to lose his head upon the scaffold." 

** He die I '' cried Genevifeve ; " he lose his head upon 
the scaffold I But you do not know then, Maurice, that 
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he 18 my protector, and that of my family ; that T will 
give my life for his ; that if he dies I will die ; and that if 
you are my love, he is my religion ! " 

**Ah !'• said Maurice, "perhaps you still mean to pre- 
tend that you love me. Really, women are sadly weak 
and contemptible." 

Then turning to the young Royalist, — 

•* Now, sir," said he, "you must either kill me or die 
yoiurself." 

"Why sol" 

" Because, if you do not kill me, I shall arrest you/' 

Maurice extended his band to seize him by the collar. 

" I shall not dispute my life with you," said the Cheva- 
lier de Maison-Rouge ; and he flung his pistols on a chair. 

" And why do you not dispute your life 1 " 

^* Because my life is not equivalent in value to the re* 
morse I should experience in feeling that I had killed a 
brave man, and more than all since Genevieve loves you." 

" Ah ! " cried the young woman, clasping her hands, 
''you are always kind, great, loyal, and generous, 
Armand !" 

Maurice regarded them both, almost stupefied with 
astonishment. 

** One moment," said the Chevalier, " allow me to re- 
turn to my chamber. I give you my word of honor it is not 
to escape ; I wish to conceal a portrait." 

Maurice turned his eyes quickly toward that of Gene- 
vieve ; it hung in its place. Perhaps the Chevalier divined 
Maurice's thoughts, or perhaps he wished to try his gen- 
erosity to the utmost. 

** Come," said he, " I know you are a Republican, but 
I know also that you possess a pure and loyal heart. I 
will trust you to the end. Look I" 

And he drew a miniature from his breast, and displayed 
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it to Maurice. He beheld before him the portrait of the 
queen. Maurioe bowed his head, and rested his forehead 
on his hand. 

" I await your orders, sir/* said Maison-Houge ; •* if jou 
desire my arrest, knock at this door when it is time for 
me to give myself up. I care not for my life from the 
moment it is not sustained by the hope of saving my 
queen.*' 

The Chevalier quitted the room without a gesture from 
Maurice offering to detain him. 

As he left the chamber Genevieve cast herself at the 
young man's feet. 

* Pardon, Maurice,'' sobbed she, — ** pardon for all the 
evil I have done. Forgive my deception ; forgive me, if 
only aa account of my tears and suffering, for believe me I 
have wept much and suffered much. My husband left me 
this morning ; I know not where he is gone, and perhaps I 
may see him no more. And now I have only one friend 
lef^ — nay more than friend, a brother, — and you wiD 
destroy him. Pardon, Maurice, pardon 1 ** 

Maurice raised the young woman. 

"What would youl" said he. " There is fetality in 
all this. Every one stakes his life in these days ; the 
Chevalier de Maison-Rouge has played like all the rest, 
but he has lost the game, and he must therefore pay.*^ 

** That means that he must die, if I understand you 
rightly?" 

"Yes.'* 

** He must die ; and it is you who tell me thisf 

" It is not I, Genevieve ; it is fatality." 

" Fatality has not uttered its last word, since you can 
save him." 

" At the expense of my word, and consequently of my 
honor. I comprehend, Genevieve.** 
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" Shut your eyes, Maurice ; that is all I ask ; and as 
far as a woman may evince her gratitude I will promise 
you mine." 

" I should close my eyes to little purpose, Madame ; 
there is a password given, and without this password no 
one could go out Besides, the house, as I have told 
you, is surrounded." 

** And you know the word 1 " 

*' Certainly I know it" 

"Maurice!" 

"Well]*' 

" Dear Mend Maurioei tell me this password ; I must 
know it" 

** Genevifeve," cried Maurice, " do you mean to say to 
me, 'Maurice, for the love I bear you, sacrifice your word 
and your honor, betray your cause, abjure your opinions.' 
What do you offer me, Genevifeve, in exchange for all 
this, you who tempt me thus?" 

" Oh, Maurice, save him, save him first ! and then ask 
of me my life." 

" Genevieve," replied Maurice, in a desponding tone, 
"hear mel I have one foot on the road to infamy; be- 
fore I make a final descent I wish at least to find a suf« 
ficient excuse for so doing. Genevieve, swear tx) me you 
do not love the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge I " 

** I love him as a sister and a friend ; not otherwise, I 
swear." 

" Genevieve, do you love me 1 " 

" Maurice, I do love you ; it is true, as God now hears 
me.** 

'' If I do what you ask me, will you abandon relatives, 
friends, country, and fly with the traitor? ** 

"Maurice! Maurice!" 

" She hesitates I Oh, she hesitates I ^ 
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And he turned from her with all the violence of dis- 
dain. G^nevi^ve, who was leaning upon him, feeling 
suddenly her support give way, fell upon her knees. 

"Maurice," said she, wringing her hands, "I will 
swear to do all that you require of me. Order, and I 
will obey." 

" You will be mine, Genevieve 1 " 

"I will." 

" Swear it, by Christ." 

Genevieve extended her arms. 

** My God," cried she, " thou didst pardon one poor 
woman who had gone astray ; I trust in thy mercy that 
thou wilt also pardon me." 

And the great tears rained down her cheeks, falling 
upon her long hair hanging dishevelled on her bosom. 

^Not thus I" said Maurice, ''swear not thus! or I 
cannot accept that oath." 

" Heaven I " replied she, " I swear to devote my life 
to Maurice, to die with him, and if requisite, for him, if he 
will save my friend, my brother, my protector, the Cheva- 
lier de Maison-Eouge.'' 

" T is well : he shall be saved," said Maurice* 

And he went toward his chamber. 

"Sir," said he, "resume your costume of the tanner 
Morand; I return your parole, you are free. And you, 
Madame," said he turning to Genevieve, "this is the 
password, * Carnation and Vault.' " And as if horrified 
to remain in the chamber where he had pronounced the 
words which constituted him a traitor, he opened the win- 
dow, and sprang from the room into the garden below.* 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE SEARCH. 

Hauriob had returned to his post in the garden, opposite 
the window of Genevieve, only it was now quite dark, she 
having left her apartment to enter that of the Chevalier. 

It was time Maurice returned, for scarcely had he 
reached the comer of the conservatory when the garden- 
door opened, and the man in gray appeared, followed by 
Lorin, and five or six gendarmes. 

*'Welir* asked Lorin. 

" You see I am at my post," said Maurice. 

** And no one has attempted to force past you 1 '' said 
Lorin. 

" No one,'* replied Maurice, happy to escape by an eva- 
sion, from the way in which the question was put to him. 
*' No one. And what have you done 1 •* 

" Why, we have acquired the certainty that the Cheva- 
lier entered the house an hour ago, and has not left it 
since," replied the agent of police. 

" Do you know his chamber 1 " said Lorin. 

''His room is only separated from that of Madame 
Dixmer by a corridor." 

"Ah I ah ! " said Lorin. " It appears this Chevalier 
de Maison-Rouge is a gallant." 

Maurice felt the hot blood rush to his forehead; he 
closed his eyes, yet saw a thousand internal lights. 

"Well, but Citizen Dixmer, what said he to thatl" 
asked Lorin. 
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" Why, he thought himself highly honored/' 

** Come," said Maurice, in a choking voice ; " upon 
what do we decide 1" 

*' We have decided," said the police agent, " to arrest 
him in his chamber, perhaps in his bed." 

'' He does not, then, suspect anything 1 " 

" Absolutely nothing 1 '' 

" What is the ground plan 1 " inquired Lorin. 

*' We have an exact plan," said the man in gray. " A 
pavilion situated at a comer of the garden, there it is ; 
you ascend four steps — do you see them here 1 — and find 
yourself on a landing ; to the right is the apartment of 
Madame Dixmer, — no doubt it is that of which we see the 
window. Facing this window, at the back part, is a door 
opening on the corridor, and in this corridor the entrance 
to the chamber of the traitor." 

" Well, with so careful a specimen of topography," said 
Lorin, '' we might, I think, easily find our way blindfold, 
much more with our eyes open. Come on ! " 

" Are the streets well guarded *? " said Maurice, with 
an interest which the assistants very naturally attributed 
to his fear lest the Chevalier should escape. 

** The streets, the passages, even the crossings," said 
the man in gray. ** I defy any one to pass who has not 
the watchword." 

Maurice shuddered ; all these precautions being taken, 
made him fear that he had uselessly parted with his 
honor to add to his happiness. 

" j^ow," said the man in gray, " bow many men do 
you require to seoiure the Chevalier 1" 

"How many men?" said Lorin. "I hope Maurice 
and I are sufl&cient for that. Are we not, Maurice 1 " 

" Yes," murmured the municipal, " we are certainly 
sufficient." 
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*^ Listen I " said the polioe agent ; '^ no vain boasting. 
Do you mean to take him ? '' 

"Zounds ! Do we mean iti " said Lorin ; " I should 
think so ! We are bound to take him, are we not, Mau- 
rice ? " Lorin laid a stress upon these words, for as he 
had truly said, suspicion began to settle upon them ; and 
it was not wise to allow time for suspicion, which marched 
with such rapid strides at this epoch, to assume a firmer 
consistence, for Lorin well knew that no one would pre- 
sume to doubt the stanch patriotism of any two men 
who had captured the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. 

"Well, then," said the police agent, "if you are in 
earnest, better take three men than two, and four than 
three, with you. The Chevalier invariably sleeps with 
pistols under his pillow, and his sword on a table by 
his side." 

" Deuce take it I" said one of the gendarmes of Lorin's 
company. " Let us go in, without standing on ceremony 
who should enter first. If he resists, we will cut him to 
pieces; if he surrender, we will reserve him for the 
guillotine." 

" Well said I " exclaimed Lorin ; " do we go in by the 
door or the window 1" 

" By the door," said the agent of police ; " it may be 
the key is in the lock, while if we enter by the window 
we must break some panes, and that would make a noise." 
" On for the door, then ! " said Lorin ; " as long as we 
enter, it little miatters how. Forward I sword in hand, 
Maurice." 

Maurice mechanically drew his sword from the scab- 
bard, and the little troop advanced toward the pavilion. 
The information of the man in gray proved perfectly cor- 
rect ; they first found the steps, then the landing, and at 
last entered the vestibule. 
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**Ah !" cried Lorin, joyfully, "the key is in the door." 
In shorty extending his hand in the dark, his fingers had 
encountered the cold key. 

" Then open it, Citizen Lieutenant/' said the man in 
gray. 

Lorin cautiously turned the key in the lock. The 
door opened. Maurice wiped the perspiration from his 
brow. 

** We shall find him here/* said Lorin. 

" Not yet," said the man in gray 3 " if our chart is cor 
rect, this is the apartment of Citizeness Dixmer." 

" We can soon ascertain that," said Lorin ; " light a 
wax candle; there is some fire in the grate." 

'^ Light the torches," said the man in gray, ^^ they are 
not so soon extinguished as candles," at the same time 
taking two torches from the hand of a gendarme, which 
he lighted by the dying embers. He placed one in the 
hand of Maurice, the other in that of Lorin. " Y6u see," 
said he, " I was not deceived ; here is the door opening 
into Citizeness Dixmer's sleeping apartment, and here the 
one opening into the corridor." 

** On, for the corridor ! " said Lorin. They opened the 
door at the farther end, which was not more firmly se< 
cured than the first, and found themselves fronting the 
door of the Chevalier^s chamber. Maurice had seen this 
door twenty times before, and never thought of inquiring 
where it led to. All his world was centred in the room 
where he was received by Genevieve. 

" Oh ! oh! " said Lorin, in a low voice, " here we must 
change our tactics; no more keys, and the door locked." 

" Are you," asked Maurice, hardly able to articulate, 
*^ sure that he is here 1 " 

** If our plan is correct, he ought to be here," replied 
the police agent ; " besides, we shall soon see. (jendarme% 
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force open the door; and you, citizens, hold yourselves 
in readiness, and the instant the door is opened, dash 
into the chamber ! " 

Four men, selected by the emissary of police, raised 
the butt-ends of their muskets, and on a signal from the 
man who conducted this enterprise, gave one blow all 
together, when the door flew into a thousand fragments. 
" Surrender, or you are a dead man ! " cried Lorin, 
rushing into the chamber. 

No one replied, and the curtains of the bed were 
closely drawn. 

" Mind the bed ! '* said the emissary of police ; " at the 
first movement of the curtains, fire ! " 

*' Wait ! " said Maurice, " I will open them." 
And no doubt in the hope that the Chevalier de 
Maison-Rouge might be concealed behind them, and that 
it would be his lot to meet the first stab or pistol shot, 
Maurice hastily pulled apart the curtains, which, creak- 
ing along the iron rod, left the tenantless bed exposed 
to view. 

" The devil I " exclaimed Lorin, " there is no one here." 

" He must have escaped," murmured Maurice. 

'* Impossible, citizens, impossible ! " cried the^ man in 

gray. " I tell you he was seen to enter here an hour ago, 

and no one has been seen to go out, and all the outlets 

from the garden are well guarded. 

Lorin opened the cabinets, the wardrobes, and looked 
everywhere, even where it was physically impossible that 
a man could be concealed. 

" You see, however, that no one is here." 
'' No one ! '' repeated Maurice, witb an emotion easily 
understood, — " you see no one is here." 

" To the chamber of Madame Dixmer," said the police 
agent, '^ perhaps he may be there ) " 
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'^ Oh I '* said Maurice, " respect the chamber of a 
woman.** 

*' Certainly we will respect it»" said Lorin, *' and Madame 
Dizmer also, but for all that we must visit it." 

" Then," said Maurice, ** permit me to pass first.'* 

** Pass on, then," said Lorin, ** you are captain : honor 
the powers that be," and leaving two men to guard the 
apartment, they returned to that where they had lighted 
the torches. Maurice approached the door opening into 
the chamber of Genevieve. It was the first time he had 
ever entered there. His heart beat violently. The key 
was in the door. Maurice laid his hand upon the key, 
but still hesitated. 

" Well,*' said Lorin, " open ! " 

** But,** said Maurice, *' if Madame Dixmer should be 
in bed r' 

'< We shall look in her bed, under her bed, in the chim- 
ney, in the wardrobes, and then if we find no one there 
but herself, we shall wish her good-night," said Lorin. 

** No, not so," said the police agent , " we shall arrest 
her ; Citizeness Genevieve Dixmer is an aristocrat who 
has been recognized as an accomplice of the girl Tison 
and the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge." 

** Open it yourself, then,*' said Maurice, '* I do not 
arrest women.** The agent of police looked at Alaiirice, 
sideways, and the men murmured among themselves. 

" Oh, you grumble, do you ] " said Lorin ; *' then you 
shall have two to grumble about. I am of Maurice's 
opinion,** and he made a step backward. 

The man in gray seized the key, opened the door, and 
the soldiers rushed into the chamber. Two wax lights 
burned upon a little table, but the chamber of Genevieve, 
like that of the Chevalier de Maison-Eouge, was unin- 
habited. 
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'* Empty ! " cried the police agent. 

" Empty ! *' cried Maurice^ turning pale ; *^ where is 
she, then 1 ** 

Lorin regarded Manrice with astonishment. 

" Let us search," said the agent of police, and closely 
followed by the militaiy, he began to rummage the house 
from the cellars to the workshops. At length, when their 
backs were turned, Maurice, who had followed them im- 
patiently with his eyes, in his turn darted into the cham- 
ber, opening the presses, which had already been opened, 
and calling in a voice replete with anxiety, '' Oenevieve ! 
Gtenevieve I ** But Genevieve made no reply ; the cham- 
ber was indeed yacated. Then he began to search the 
house in a species of frenzy, outhouses, conservatories, 
sheds, — nothing was omitted, but all without success. 

Suddenly a noise was heard, a troop of armed men 
presented themselves at the door, exchanged the pass- 
word with the sentinel, entered the garden, and dispersed 
themselves over the house. At the head of this reinforce- 
ment waved the red plume of Santerre. 

" Well ! " said he to Lorin, " where is the conspirator 1 ** 

'* How ! where is the conspirator 1** 

** Yes ! I asked what have you done with him ? " 

** I shall ask you that question. If your detachment 
had guarded the outlets properly, ere this he must have 
been arrested, since he was not in the house when we 
entered it." 

"What I do you mean to say," cried the furious 
general, " that you have really allowed the Chevalier to 
escape 1 " 

*'We could not allow him to escape since we have 
never taken him.** 

''Then I can comprehend nothing,'' said Santerre. . 

** Of what ? " said Ix)rin. 
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•* Of the message you sent me by your envoy." 

** We sent you an envoy I •* 

^'Yes; a man in a brown coat, with black haur, and 
green spectacles^ who came from you to inform me you 
were on the eve of capturing Maison-Eouge, but that he 
was defending himself like a lion ; upon hearing which I 
hastened to your assistance." 

^ A man in a brown coat, black hah*, and green spec- 
tacles 1 '* repeated Lorin. 

** Yes, with a female on his arm." 

" Young and pretty 1 " cried Maurice, glancing toward 
the general. 

" Yes, young and pretty.^' 

"It was he and Madame Dixmer,** said Maurice. 

" What, he I " exclaimed Santerre. " Maison-Rouge ! 
Oh, blockhead that I was not to have killed them both ! 
Come, Citizen Lindey, we may capture them yet." 

**But how the devil," asked Lorm, ''came you to let 
them pass?" 

'^ Zounds ! " said Santerre, " I let them pass because 
they gave the password." 

"They had the password?" exclaimed Lorin; "then 
there is surely a traitor among us ! " 

" No, no, Citizen Lorin ; you are known, and we well 
know that there are no traitors among you." 

Lorin looked around him as if to detect the mis- 
creant, and publicly proclaim his shame. He encoun- 
tered the gloomy face and wandering eye of Maurice. 

" Ah I " murmured he, " what means this 1 " 

" The man cannot be very far off," said Santerre ; ** let 
us search the environs; perhaps he has fallen in with 
some patrol who, more wide awake than we, did not allow 
themselves to be gulled so easily." 

"Yes, yes; let us search," said Lorin; and, under 
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the pretence of so doing, he seized Maurice by the arm, 
and drew him into the garden. 

" Yes, let us search," said the soldiers ; **but before we 
search — " and one of them flung his still burning torch 
into an adjacent shed, filled with bundles of fieigots and 
dried herbs. 

" Come," said Lorin, " come ! ^ 

Maurice offered no resistance. He followed Lorin like 
a child ; they both ran as far as the bridge without speak- 
ing; there they stopped, and Maurice turned round. 
The sky was red from the horizon to the Faubourg, and 
above the houses ascended innumerable sparks. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 

THB FIRE. 

Mauriob shuddered as he extended his hand toward the 
Rue Saint Jacques. 

" The fire I " said he, — " the fire I " 

** Yes," said Lorin, " the fire ; what then 1 " 

" Gracious Heavens I if she has returned." 

''Who?" 

" Genevieve/' 

^'G^nevi^ve means Madame Dixmer, does it nott" 

"Yes." 

** There is no danger of her return ; she did not go 
away for that purpose." 

" Lorin, I must find her. I will have my revenge." 

"Oh, oh I "said Lorin. 

*' None can escape thy puissant sceptre, Love. 
Thou reign'st on earth and in the heavens above." 

''You will assist me in my search, will you not, 
Lorin 1" 

''Zounds ! there will be no difficulty in that." 

"Why so r' 

" Without doubt, if you are so much interested, as to 
me you appear to be, in Madame Dixmer's fate, you, be- 
ing intimate with her, ought, knowing her, also to know 
her friends. She has not quitted Paris ; her friends have 
every motive to stay ; she has taken refuge in the house 
of some confidential acquaintance, and to-morrow mom« 
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ing you will receive a billet by some 'Rose,' or some 
^ Marton/ couched as follows, — 

** Wouldst see again, my Mars, thy Venus true ? 
Borrow of Night her scarf of azure hue. 

And requesting you to present yourself at the porter's 
lodge, such a number, such a street, and to inquire for 
Madame Three-stars ; that is all." 

Maurice shrugged his shoulders ; he well knew there 
was no one with whom Genevieve could take refuge. 

" We shall not find her," said he. 

" Will you permit me to say one thing, Maurice 1 ** 

''Whatr' 

*^ That it will be no great misfortune if we should not 
find her." 

" If we do not, Lorin, I shall die.'* 

" The devil I " exclaimed the young man ; *^ it was, then, 
of this love that you lately so nearly died." 

" Yes," replied Maurice. 

Lorin reflected an instant. "Maurice," said he, "it 
is now nearly eleven o'clock ; this quarter is deserted ; 
here is a stone seat, particularly adapted for the reception 
of two friends. Accord me the favor of a private inter- 
view, as they used to say, under the ancient regime. I 
give you my word of honor that I shall speak only in 
prose." 

They seated themselves upon the bench. 

" Speak ! " said Maurice, resting his aching head upon 
his hand. 

"Without exordium, periphrasis, or commentary, I 
tell you one thing, old fellow, — it is this, that we are 
raining ourselves, or rather that you are raining us." 

^ How so f " demanded Maurice. 

^ There is, my friend, a decree issued by the Corn- 
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mittee of Public Safety, which declares every ma'n a 
traitor to his country who enters into any relationship 
with the acknowledged enemies of the said country. Eh ! 
do you know this decree 1 " 

« To be sure I do/^ replied Maurice. 

*'WeU, it seems to me, you are not a vile tnutor to 
your country. What say you ? as Manlius says." 

"Lorin!'* 

" Undoubtedly ; unless you believe that those idolize 
their country who give house-room, bed, and board to 
Monsieur le Chevalier de Maison-Eouge, who is not a high 
Republican, as I suppose, and has not been accused at 
any time of having taken part in the days of September/' 

" Ah ! Lorin," said Maurice, sighing heavily. 

" Still, it appears to me," continued the moralist, * 
'^that you have been, and still are, too intimate with 
the enemies of your country. Come! Come« friend 
Maurice, do not rebel ! you are like the whilom Encela- 
dus ; you move a mountain each time you turn yourself." 

Lorin pronounced these words in the kindest manner 
possible, and glossed them over with an artifice truly 
Ciceronian. 

Maurice merely made a gesture of dissent, but the 
gesture was unheeded, and Lorin continued, — 

** If we exist in a green-house temperature, a healthy 
atmosphere, where, according to botanic rules, the ba- 
rometer invariably points to sixteen degrees, I should say, 
my dear Maurice, that this is elegant, satis&ctory ; what 
though we are occasionally rather aristocratic, we flourish 
and do welL But if scorched in a heat of thirty-five or 
forty degrees, the sap bums, so that it rises slowly, and 
finom the excess of heat seems cold; when cold, then 
comes the blight of suspicion, -» you know this, Maurice, 
— and once suspected, you possess too much good sense 
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not to know what we shall be, or rather that ere long we 
shall be no more." 

"Well, then," said Maurioe^ "they can kill me, and 
there will be an end of me, for I am weary of my life." 

" For the last quarter of an hour,'' said Lorin ; " indeed 
scarcely so long that I should leave you to act according 
to your own pleasing on this subject ; and then to die 
now, it is necessary to die a Republican while you would 
die an aristocrat." 

" Ah ! " said Maurice, whose blood began to boil from 
impassioned grief, resulting from the consciousness of his 
own criminality, " you go too far, friend Lorin." 

" I shall go farther still, and forewarn you, that if you 
turn aristocrat — " 

" You will denounce me ? " 

" For shame ! No. I will confine you in a cellar, 
and have you sought after to the sound of the drum, like 
something lost ; then I will proclaim that the aristocrats, 
knowing what you had in reserve for them, had seized, 
victimized, and starved you, so that, like Provost itlie de 
Beaumont, Monsieur Latude, and others, when found, you 
will be publicly crowned with flowers by the ladies of La 
Halle, and the ragpickers of Section Victor. Make haste, 
then, to appear again an Aristides, else your business is 
concluded.'' 

" Lorin I Lorin I I feel that you are right ; but I am 
dragged along. I am sliding down the precipice. Are 
you displeased with me, because my fate drags me on- 
ward?" 

" 1 am not displeased with you, but I shall remonstrate 
with you. Call to mind a few of the scenes enacted daily 
between Pylades and Orestes, — scenes which prove be- 
yond all doubt that friendship is a paradox, since these 
model friends quarrelled without ceasing." 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE FIRE. 313 

^^LeaTe me to my fate^ Lorin, jou had much bettor do 

BO.** 

** I will never abandon you.^ 

^ Then, allow me to love, to be mad, at my ease ; to 
be criminal^ perhaps, for if I again see her, I fear I e^all 
kill her/' 

** Or fall upon your knees. Ah, ah, Maurice, Maurice, 
to love an aristocrat, I never could have credited it I It 
is Hke poor Osselin with the Marquise de Chamy." 

"No more, Lorin, I beseech you." 

" Maurice, I will cure you, or may the Devil take me ! 
I do not wish you to be drawn in the lotteiy of Saint 
Guillotine, as the grocer of the Rue des Lombards ob- 
serves. Maurice, you will exasperate me I Maurice, you 
will render me bloodthirsty ! I feel as if I wanted to set 
fire to the isle of Saint Louis I A torch ! a firebrand 1 

'' The toil were idle. Maurice, thy passion dire 
Sofficieut is Paris to set on fire." 

Maurice smiled in spite of himself. 

" You know,'' said he, " that it was agreed between us 
that we should speak only in prose.** 

" But you exasperate me with your folly,** said Lorin. 
*' Drink, Maurice, become a drunkard, do anything, study 
political economy ; but for the love of Jupiter, let us fall 
in love with nothing but Liberty I *' 

"OrEeasonr* 

"Ah I that is true; by the way, the Goddess Reason 
talks much about you. She thinks you are a charming 
mortal** 

" Are you not jealous 1 ** 

"Maurice, to save a firiend I feel capable of any 
sacrifice.** 

" Thanks, my poor Lorin, and I truly appreciate your 
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devotion ; but the best way to console me is to leave me 
to sate my grie£ Adieu ! Lorin, go to your Arth^mise." 

**And you ; jvhere are you goingi ** 

^^I shall return home." 

And Maurice turned toward the bridge. 

^ Tou live, then, in the direction of the old Bue Saint 
Jacques nowl" 

*' No ; but it pleases me to go that way.** 

'* To look once again upon the place inhabited by your 
fiur inconstant 1 ** 

'^ To see if she has not returned where she knows I am 
awaiting her. Ah, Genevieve ! Genevieve ! I could not 
have believed you capable of so much deceit ! " 

" Maurice, a tyrant who well knew the fair sex, since 
he died from having loved them too well, said, — 

" ' Woe to the man who trusts his heart 
To woman, changeful as the breeze.' " 

Maurice sighed, and the two friends took the road to 
the old Eue Saint Jacques. 

As they approached they beard a great noise, and saw 
the light increase ; they listened to patriotic chants, 
which on a brilliant day in the glorious sunshine, or 
in the atmosphere pf combat, sounded like hymns of 
heroism, but which by the red light of an incendiary 
lire savored more of the diabolic incantations of drunken 
cannibals. 

" Oh, my God ! my God ! " cried Maurice, forgetting 
that God had been abolished, as he wiped the perspira- 
tion from his &ce. 

Lorin watched him attentively and muttered, — 

** Alas 1 when canght in Cupid's snare, 
To Prudence we must bid adieu." 
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All the inhabitants of Paris appeared moving toward 
the theatre of the events we have just narrated. Maurice 
was obliged to cross a hedge formed by the gendarmes, 
the ranks of the sections, then the impetuous crowd of 
this always furious populace, at this epoch easily aroused, 
and who ran howling from spectacle to spectacle without 
intermission. As they approached, Maurice impatiently 
hastened his steps ; Lorin, with some trouble, kept close 
behind him, for he did not like to leave his friend to 
himself at such a moment 

It was nearly all over. The fire had communicated 
from the shed where the soldier had flung his torch to 
the workshops, constructed of planks so put together as 
to allow the free circulation of air ; the merchandise was 
consumed, and the house itself was now in flames. 

** God ! " said Maurice to himself, " if she has re- 
turned, should she find herself in a chamber encircled 
by the devouring element, waiting for me, calling on 
me — - " and Maurice, nearly insensible from grie^ liked 
better to think of the folly of those he loved than 
of his treason. He rushed headlong toward the door, of 
which he caught a glimpse through the mass of burning 
flame. Lorin still followed him. He would have followed 
him to the infernal regions. The roof was in flames ; 
the fire had now indeed commenced its work of destruc- 
tion on the staircase. Maurice hastened to visit the first 
floor, the parlor, the chamber of Genevieve, of the Cheva- 
lier de Maison-Rouge, and the corridors, calling, in stifled 
accents, " Genevieve 1 Grenevieve 1 '* 

No one replied. On returning from the search our 
two friends saw volumes of flame now entering the door ; 
but not heeding the shouts of Lorin, who pointed to the 
window, Maurice passed through the flames, then ran to 
the house, crossed, notwithstanding all impediments, a 
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court-yard strewed with broken furniture, searched the 
dining-room, Dizmei^s parlor, Morand's laboratory, — all 
filled with smoke, fragments, and broken glass. The fire 
had reached this part of the house, and the work of de- 
struction would soon be complete. Maurice, as in the 
pavilion, did not omit visiting a single chamber, or leave 
unexamined even a corridor. He then descended to the 
cellars; perhaps Grenevi^ve had taken refuge from the 
fire there. He found no one. 

'' Zounds ! " said Lorin ; " no one but a salamander 
could take refuge here, and it is not that fabulous animal 
that you are in search of. Let us go ; we can make in* 
quiry in this assemblage. Some one has perhaps seen 
her." 

It needed all Lorin*s force to drag away Maurice ; 
hope still detained him there. 

Then they commenced their investigation ; they visited 
the environs, stopped all the females who passed, searched 
all the alleys, without any result. It was now one o'clock 
in the morning, and Maurice, notwithstanding his athletic 
vigor, was overpowered and broken down with fatigue, 
and at length desisted frx>m his worse than useless 
efforts. 

A carriage passed ; Lorin hailed it 

"Come, bear up, old fellow," said he to Maurice ; "we 
have done all in the range of human possibility to recover 
Genevieve. We have broken our backs, been roasted, 
and have been cruelly cuffed for her. Cupid, however 
exacting he may be, could require no more from a man 
in love, and above all, from one who is not. So jump 
into the carriage, and let us return home." 

Maurice submitted without making any reply. They 
arrived at Maurice's door without either of the friends 
having uttered a single word. As Maurice descended 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE FIRE. 317 

from the carriage^ thej beard a window of his apartment 
dosed. 

^ All right I *' said Lorin, ''he is waiting ; I shall rest 
easy now. Knock, however." 

Maurice knocked, the door opened. 

** Good-night ! " said Lorin, " wait for me to-morrow 
morning to go out!** 

'* Good-night/' said Maurice, mechanically, as the door 
closed behind him. Upon the first steps of the staircase 
he met his official. 

** Ah I Citizen Lindey," he exclaimed, '' bow much 
uneasiness you have caused usP The word us struck 
Maurice. 

"Your* said be. 

^Yesy me and the little lady who is waiting for 
you." 

" The little lady," repeated Maurice, feeling the mo- 
ment ill-chosen to remind him of his former loves ; " you 
were right to tell me. I shall sleep at Lorin's.'' 

" That is impossible ; she was at the window, and saw 
you alight, and cried out, * There he is I ' " 

" What care I whether she knows I am here or not 1 
I have no heart for love. Go upstairs, and tell this 
woman she is mistaken." 

The official made a movement as if to obey him, then 
stopped. 

" Ah 1 Citizen," said he, " you are wrong. The little 
lady is already very sad ; your message will drive her to 
despair." 

" But,** asked Maurice, " who is this woman 1 " 

** Citizen, I have not seen her face ; it is concealed by 
her mantle, and she weeps, that is all I know." 

" She weeps I " exclaimed Maurice. 

** Yes, but very softly, stifling her sobs.*' 
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" She weeps,'* repeated Maurice ; " there is then some 
one in the world who loves me sufficiently to feel anxious 
in my absence 1" and he ascended slowly behind the 
officieJ. 

" Here he is, Citizen, here he is ! " cried the latter, 
rushing into the chamber. Maurice entered behind 
him. 

He then beheld in a comer of the room the trembling 
form of a woman whose face was hid in the cushions, and 
whom he would have thought dead, but for her convul- 
sive moaning, which made him start. He signed to his 
official to leave the room, who went out, closing the door 
behind him. Then Maurice ran to the young woman, 
who raised her head. 

" Genevieve !'* cried the young man, " Genevieve here ! 
good Heavens I am I then mad ? *' 

" No, you are in possession of your senses, my friend," 
replied the young woman. " I promised to be yours if 
you would save the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. You 
have saved him, and I am here ; I was awaiting you.^ 

Maurice mistook the meaning of these words; he re^ 
coiled a step, and looked sadly at the young woman. 

"Genevieve," said he, "you do not love me." 

Genevieve regarded him with tearful eyes ; then turn- 
ing from him, leaned her head on the pillow of the sofa, 
and gave free vent to her sobs and tears. 

"Alas!" said Maurice, "it is evident that you no 
longer love me ; and not only that you love me no more, 
Genevieve, but that you must entertain a feeling of 
hatred toward me, to experience this despair." 

Maurice had spoken so nobly, yet with so much feel- 
ing, that Genevieve arose and took his hand. 

" M(m Lieu /" said she, " and is it ever thus that those 
we think the best prove merely egotists 1 " 
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^ligotistSy Genevieve ! what do you mean 1 " 

''Can you not then imagine what I suffer t My hus- 
band a ftigitive, my brother proscribed, our house in 
flames, and all this in one night ; and then that dread- 
ful scene between you and the Chevalier was added to 
the rest ! " 

Maurice listened with delight, for it was impossible 
even for the maddest passion not to admit that this 
accumulation of trouble was more than sufficient excuse 
for Grenevi^ve's deep and violent grief. 

''And now you are come, I shall keep you; you shall 
leave me no more 1 '* 

Cbnevi^ve started. 

"Where should I gol" replied she, with bitterness. 
" Have I an asylum, a shelter, a protector, save he who 
has put a price upon his protection) Oh, rash and 
foolish that I am ! I stepped over the Pont Neuf, Maurice, 
and in passing I stopped to gaze at the dark water, dash- 
ing angrily against the comers of the arches ; it attracted 
and fascinated me. Then said I to myself, there, poor 
woman, is a shelter for you; there inviolable repose and 
oblivion 1 '* 

" Genevieve I Genevieve ! " cried Maurice, '* you said 
thati Then you do not love me?** 

" I said it," replied Genevifeve, — "I said it ; but I am 
here." 

Maurice drew a deep breath, and fell at her feet. 

" Genevieve," murmured he, " weep no more ! Gene- 
vieve, console yourself for all your grief, since you love 
me. Tell me, Genevieve, for the sake of Heaven ! that it 
was not the violence of my menaces that brought you 
hither. Assure me that even had you not seen me this 
evening, on finding yourself alone, isolated, and without 
an asylum, you would have come to me ; and accept the 



Digitized 



by Google 



320 U CH15VALIER DE MAISON-ROUGF. 

oath which I now make you, to annul the one that I 
compelled you to take." 

Genevieve looked down upon the young man with an 
expression of ineffable gratitude. ^' Generous I ' ' said 
she; "Oh, my God! I thank thee, he is generous." 

** Listen, Genevieve ! " said Maurice. " God, whom they 
have here driven from their temples, but whom they can- 
not expel from our hearts, where he has implanted love, 
has made this evening in appearance dark and gloomy, 
but conceals behind its sombre curtain a silvery cloud. 
God has conducted you to me, Genevieve, and speaks to 
you through me. God is at length willing to compensate us 
for all the sufferings we have endured, for the virtue we 
have displayed in combating this love, as if this sentiment 
so long entertained, and so profound, could be a crime ! 
Weep no more, Genevieve, weep no more; give me 
your hand ! Do you wish to live in the house of your 
brother 1 Do you wish he should kiss the hem of your 
robe, and pass over the threshold of his door without 
turning his head ? Well, say but the word, make but one 
sign, and I am gone, and you are free. But on the other 
hand, my adored Genevieve, will you call to mind that I 
have loved you so ardently that 1 had almost died of this 
love, which it remains with you to render so fatal or so 
fortunate to me ; that for this love I have been a traitor 
to my party, and am become vile and contemptible in my 
own eyes, — will you now consider all the happiness which 
the future has in store for us, the strength and energy 
which our youth and love possess to defend this happi- 
ness, now but in the bud, from all who would dare attack 
it 1 Ah I Genevieve, what will you reply 1 You who are 
an angel of mercy, will you render a man so happy that 
he no longer regrets life, and ceases to desire eternal 
felicity t Then, instead of repelling me, smile, my Gene^ 
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yi^ve ; let me place your hand upon my heart, and in- 
cline toward one who worships you from the inmost 
recesses of his soul. Genevieve, my love, my life, do not 
take back your vow ! " 

The heart of the young woman swelled at these words. 
The fatigue of her late suffering had worn out her 
strength, and though her tears no longer flowed, occar 
sioual sobs relieved her overcharged bosom. 

Maurice saw that she no longer had the force to resist^ 
and seized her in his arms. Then she let her head fall on 
his shoulder, and her long hair brushed against her lover's 
burning cheeks. 

At the same time Maurice felt the heaving of her chest, 
still diisturbed like the ocean after a storm. 

" You still weep, my Genevifeve," continued Maurice, 
with profound melancholy, — " you still weep. Oh, reas- 
sure yourself 1 I will never impose my love on scornful 
grief, and never soil my lips with a kiss empoisoned by a 
single tear of regret." 

He unwound the living girdle of her arms, averted his 
face, and coldly turned away. 

But as quick as thought, in a moment of reaction so 
natural in a woman who struggles contrary to her own 
inclination, Genevieve threw her trembling arms around 
Maurice's neck, pressed him nervously to her heart, and 
laid her cold cheek, still wet with the tears which had 
ceased to flow, against the young man's burning one. 

" Ah, Maurice! " murmured Genevieve, "do not aban- 
don me, Maurice ; I have no one left me in the world but 
youl" 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THB MORROW. 

A BEAUTIFUL 8un beamed across the green window-blinds^ 
gilding the leaves of three large roses placed in a flower- 
stand before the window of Maurice. These flowers, more 
precious as the season was on the decline, perfumed with 
a delicious fragrance the little dining-room of spotless 
neatness, where at a table served with every elegancy, but 
without profusion, sat Maurice and Genevieve. The door 
was closed, for as the table contained all that was requi- 
site, it was understood they waited on themselves. They 
heard the official stirring in the adjoining room. The 
warmth and life of th^ last few lovely days entered 
through the half-open jalousie, making glitter like eme- 
ralds and rubies the rose-leaves caressed by the rays of 
the sun. 

Genevifeve let fall upon her plate the golden fruit she 
held in her hand. She appeared to be deep in thought, 
and smiling only with her lips, while her eyes languished 
with a melancholy expression. She remained thus silent, 
abstracted, and happy in the sim of her love, as the beau- 
tifiil flowers in the sun of heaven. Soon her eyes sought 
those of Maurice, and encountered his gazing upon her. 
She placed her soft white arm upon the young man's 
shoulder, and leaned on his breast with that faith and 
confidence far exceeding love. 

Genevieve looked at him without speaking, and blushed 
as she regarded him. Maurice slightly inclined his head 
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to imprint a kiss upon the half-open lips of Genevieve. 
He bent his head, while she turned pale, and closed her eyes 
as the delicate flower conceals its caljz from the rays of 
light. They remained dreaming thus, when a sharp ring 
at the door-bell suddenly startled them. 

The official entered mysteriously^ and closed the door. 

** Here is the Citizen Lorin," said he. 

" Ah 1 dear Lorin," said Maurice, " I will go and dis- 
miss him. Pardon, Genevieve.'' 

Genevieve stopped him. 

** Dismiss your friend, Maurice ! " said she, ** and such a 
friend! one who has consoled, assisted, and sustained 
youl No; I would no more drive such a friend from 
your house than from your heart. Let him come in, 
Maurice; let him come in." 

" With your permission ? " said Maurice. 

** I wish it," said Genevieve. 

" Ah 1 you will find that to love you is not enough,** 
cried Maurice, delighted with her delicacy ; '^ it is neces- 
sary to adore you I " 

Genevieve held her blushing face to the young man. 
He opened the door, and Lorin entered, smart as usual in 
his costume of demi-muscadin. On perceiving Genevieve 
he manifested great surprise, which was succeeded by a 
respectful salute. 

'' Come here, Lorin, come here, and look at the lady 1 
You are dethroned, Lorin. I have now some one I prefer 
to yourself. I would have given my life for you ; for her, 
— I tell you nothing new, Lorin, — for her I have sacri- 
ficed my honor.*' 

*' Madame," replied Lorin, in accents of deep emotion, 
'* I shall endeavor to value Maurice the more, that he has 
not altogether ceased to care for me." 

** Sit down, sir," said Genevieve, smiling. 
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''Yes, sit down," said Maurice, who, having pressed in 
his right hand that of his friend, and in his left that of 
his mistress, presented the appearance of a man arrived 
at the height of human felicity. 

"Then you do not wish to die now ; do not wish any 
longer to kill yourself? " 

" What do you mean % " asked Genevieve, turning pale. 

" Oh, in good truth ! " said Lorin, " man is a most ver- 
satile animal, and philosophers have good cause to despise 
his levity. Here is one, would you believe it, Madame, 
who no longer ago than yesterday evening wished to leap 
into the fire, throw himself into the water ; who declared 
Ihere was no more happiness for him in this world. And 
behold him this morning, gay, joyous, with a smile upon 
his lips, his countenance resplendent with happiness, life 
in his heart, seated at a well-furnished table ; it is true 
he has not eaten much, but that does not prove he is 
unhappy." 

"Did he wish to do all this?" said Genevieve. 

" All this, and much more. I will tell you all, some 
day, but at this moment I am very hungry ; it is all 
Maurice's fault for making me yesterday evening run 
all over the Quarter Saint Jacques. Permit me, then, to 
make an attack upon the breakfast, which I perceive you 
have neither of you yet touched." 

" That is right," said Maurice, with childish glee ; " I 
have not breakfasted, nor have you, Genevieve." 

He watched Lorin's eyes as he uttered her name ; but 
Lorin evinced no surprise. 

*^ Ah 1 '' said Maurice, " you have already surmised who 
it is, Lorin." 

" Zounds ! '' said Lorin, jcutting himself a large slice of 
white and rosy ham, and not seeming to hear Maurice's 
remark. 
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**I, also, am hungry,^ said Genevieve, holding her 

plata 

" Lorin/' said Maurice, " I was ill yesterday." 

" You were worse than ill ; you were mad." 

''Well, I think it is you who are suffering at this 

moment.** .; ;/ Ji :^\ . 4 j 

"Why I** 

'^ You have not yet ^iwa us mnyt verses/' 
** I will sing you one this moment/' said Lorin, ~- 

^ J ; ^Phcfibns, ^ the .mii»t pf the Graces, 
. ,, The lyre m his hand still retailed, 
* "Hll following of A^eiius the traces, 
"Tlvas lost; and totfld not he r^iied." 

" Always ready with a qunteaiB,'!. Mid JfawriDo^ 



« An4 ywr wUi^lw^Ve M he costen^^ with jt,, m it 
is, now neeeisiug^ to. turn oui^.^i^tion to mpreiS^oitt 



. '^fi[«» aoythi^. new. 060iin:e4^tl^pii'' 4aid Itrnmo^^ 
arariondyw-.. . *• r ^.v '•■•■■•,.• 

^ I am Qtdewd on giMMci •* tbp Comhrgm^^'* 

^ At the €o»dbtgeri0i" m^i Gamy\»if^ ^'mar thy^ 
queeq.)'/ ...-!'■..: -.•- ^ -.--. ;■-. ,^ .,. . ,. , .. 

. "Near*b© q^een. I befette «», ]^ame«^* . 

.Qdae^i^ve turxiad t^^- Hnu^ii^e froirnef^ and made a 
1^ .to Ltmi^ whejmt bhn^^f;a^olher ^licf pf.banv 
draUft^the si^'of. %\m Sfe^U ^ Tisv V^^^ 4)aA m^ifie^ 
been removed to tbfi,^im9^ti^^i^)^m W^ l*atf 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE OONCIEBGERIE. 

^T a comer of the Ponfc au Change and of the Quai aux 
Fleurs rose the remains of the old palace of Saint Louis, 
called jHir excellence the palace, as Rome is called the city, 
and which still continues to retain the royal cognomen, 
when the only kings who inhahit it are the registrars, the 
Judges, and the pleaders. 

The house of justice was a large and sombre building, 
>exciting more fear than love for the merciless goddess. 
There might be seen united in this narrow space all the 
instruments and attributes of human vengeance. The 
first wards were assigned to those who had been arraigned 
for crime ; farther on were the halls of judgment, and 
lower down the dungeons of the condemned. By the 
door was a small space where the red-hot iron stamped 
its mark of infamy ; and about one hundred and fifty 
paces from the first another space, far more exten- 
sive, where the last act of the fearful tragedy took place, 
— that is to say, La Grfeve, where they finished the work 
previously sketched out for them at the Palace. Justice, 
as we see, reigned paramount over all. 

All these portions of the edifice joined one with another, 

sullen-looking, dark, and gray, pierced by iron-grated 

windows where the gaping arches resemble the grated 

^dens extending along the side of the Quai des Lunettea 

' This is the Conciergerie. 
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This prison contains dens washed by the black mud 
from the waters of the Seine ; it also possesses mysteri- 
ous outlets, through which were formerly conducted to 
the river those miserable victims whom it was thought 
necessary to remove. 

As seen in 1793, the Conciergerie, unwearying jorocwrwr 
for the scaffold, — the Conciergerie overflowed with occu- 
ipants, who within an hour became the victims of the guil- 
lotine. At this epoch the old prison of Saint Louis was 
literally the Inn of Death. Under the arches some gatea 
were bung, and at night a red lantern was suspended 
there, fit emblem of this abode of misery and despair. 

The evening preceding the day when Lorin, Maurice, 
and Genevieve were breakfasting together, a dull rumbling' 
shook the pavement of the quay and rattled the windowa 
of the prison, then ceased before the arched gate. The 
gendarmes knocked with the handles of their swords,, 
the gate opened, and a carriage entered the court; 
when the hinges had turned, and the rusty bolts had 
creaked, a female descended. 

The gaping wicket opened immediately to receive' 
her, and closed upon her. Three or four curious heads^ 
protruding to gaze upon the prisoner by the light of 
the torches, appeared in mezzo-tinto, then vanished in 
the darkness, while vulgar jokes and rude laughter 
passed between the men leaving, who could be heard 
though not seen. 

The person thus brought remained within the first 
wicket with the gendarmes ; she saw it would be neces- 
sary to pass through a second, but forgot at the same 
time to raise the foot and lower the head, as there is 
a step to ascend and a beam which descends. The* 
prisoner, not yet well habituated to prison architec- 
ture, notwithstanding her long sojourn there, omitted 
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tb'stobp; and' stWcfe'fiei fof^hetfd ' Violentiy against t}^e 

' ' *** Atd yoiti iiiu61i' riutt,' Cityeiess 1 ^^' dtemanaed' one' of 

" Nothing can hurt me now," she replied teanquilly, 
^td: paJeid' otL * l^fthout uttering a ' single complaint, 
iiJfelloti^ll* sahgitmaty traces of th'e^ irij ury remained upon 



Jiftr Kfriw: 



" I will not be long," said the po^-ter/.at the same iime 
ifeibrt|)tii^'iig iritb the inW^taiid some drops or wine r^aining 
af ^tlie 'tottbmi' of ^his igla^S ; ^* t aiii a good hand at this, 
ttiahl: -GMT /Pour iiiiiea^dsiii1^anv4, Citizen,^- said he, 
imd'dipbfiig hlS^|)en Ut thd same time into this improvised 
fcK, hedilnttiehc'dd '^rft^fing the new 6.rrival at' tfie bot^ 
tt^oFa'^^i^^ alWdy nea% ;ffl^ Btandini 

ifehSidffliitf (^a^ir;''itadalbae-ft^ ft female of benev6lent 
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respect^ this woman, so sad^ so noble, andjlBo^pmliiiy HlMMI 
HMr^faaabaisd4Bit«mgated.t:':.. s^>. '- .■•>.ir t .*?^ '\' v'>u'f » 

'^Mam Jkntoaiwtt»4eniae>Jpit9he 1^;^ 
plied the prisonwy*^ dktnhitiinbiBft .afrAtn^friafc ]a^^i^.Q^leett 

of FSaKotT*- "'>:■' ■-'>■. ' 'i-'irr. ;■;,■ : ■ ..• x.* -mJi ..; -ty-ui \' " 
<' Queen of France ! 'lmp9iMfti»flmfiS^t.^i^m^i]^ 

''Queen of France/' repeated the pnsos^hift.vth^r 
'' Other%iaftioaUed.lhe WAJfiwdfopjMi/'jiP^i(|l9r,<^l^^^ 

denl«n^«ri:)theJDiepem v^.-ttcvu u3, .hn>; ,r- >>•/?.*,);-.-)? ^. ,;, k-,] 
>ifcWAMfete»^y«i,>p4ija«^ ofcjjr^ori ifc §^>i^y/.^ jjf^f the 

The keeper 3«leaiifed>ji^sel^< ttudv.^^ :A>kmliiiDg 
hmd wKA^ioiPR? tt^ qfii9»9>iniiiMiei^&i»4 1^^5^^^ bkn 

visible to this day upon the register of which the re.yp^ 
liai*iow*ry;^P«te:0g ^& 6<»fWi!g»r|ft'fbf:l^{ r^W^dJ^W 
at its most precious part. ■ ^. , . . 

^ll^ii«w«mwtf»'ii*^ l>^,pp|iti^i^jl|)^itt4,^ ker 

husband's chair, and\f9a^ik>f(l'^aAdisig,,i|ritb jh^.^nds 
dbi^iHb ^o^^ev^ oom&^vmis^imgi'. • t^ , ;8i|^i^ip^ f^, <^e 
unfortunate being before her. ,-. • . 

.b¥^>Tfcura|»el?!?,«o»t»tf8$4tlMhJMW5^ •, ^^ >/. 



j> 



•J 



qneei^ 

^ JOshftid ]wn)te .»tlMii1don^^ itben^ aud: 

fistebedbvitb tbe^signldr lM<ef^e«d4iDn^ i.rr 

*' Where shall we conduct the prisoner? '* said the c^^^idf 
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Richard helped himself to a second pinch of snuff, and 
looked at his wife. 

'* Indeed/' said she, ^' we did not anticipate this, and 
have had but brief notice, so that we hardly know *^ " 

** You must find out," said the brigadier. 

" There is the council chamber," said Eichard's wife. 

** Too large," murmured Richard. 

" The larger the better ; we can the more easily place 
the guards." 

** Go to the council chamber," said Richard. ** But it 
is not habitable at this moment ; it has no bed." 

" True," replied his wife, ** I had quite forgotten that." 

*^ Bah ! " said one of the gendarmes, ** you can put a 
bed there to-morrow, and to-morrow will soon be here." 

*' Besides, the citizen could occupy our chamber for one 
night ; could she not, good man ! " said Richard's wife. 

" And what are we to do 1 " said the keeper. 

"Oh, we can do without a bed fop one night; and 
as the citizen gendarme observes, ' the night is nearly 
gone.^ " 

*' Then," said Richard^ *^ conduct the citizeness to our 
chamber." 

^ And in the mean while you will prepare our receipt 1 " 

*' It shall be ready on your return." 

Richard's wife took the candle from the table, and led 
the way. 

Marie Antoinette followed without uttering a word, 
•calm and pale as usual. Two turnkeys, at a sign from 
Richard's wife, followed them. The queen was shown 
her bed, on which the woman hastened to place clean 
sheets. The turnkeys installed themselves outside ; the 
door was double-locked ; and Marie Antomette was left 
alone. 

How she passed that night no one ever knew« as she 
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passed it in close communioii with ber God. On the neit 
day the queen was conducted to the council chamber,, 
a long fouTHsided room, the wicket-door of which opened 
upon a corridor of the Conciergerie, and which had been 
divided in its whole length by a partition which did not 
reach the height of the ceiling. 

One of these compartments was occupied by the men on 
guard* The other was the chamber of the queen. A 
window, thickly-grated with small iron bars, lighted both 
these cells. A folding-screen, the substitute for a door^ 
secluded the queen from the guards, and closed the aper* 
ture in the middle. The whole of this room was paved 
with brick. The walls, at one period or another, had 
been covered with gilded wood, where still hung some 
shreds of paper fleur-de-lis. A bed was placed opposite 
the window, and a single chair near the light. This was 
all the furniture the royal prison contained. 

On entering, the queen requested that her books and 
work might be brought her. They brought her the 
'' Revolutions of England," which she had commenced in 
the Temple, the '^ Voyage du Jeune Anachaisis/' and her 
tapestry* 

The gendarmes established themselves in the adjoining 
compartment. History has preserved their names, as it 
has done that of many others more infamous, associated 
by destiny in great events, and who see reflected on 
themselves a fragment of that light cast by the thunder- 
bolt which destroys the thrones of kings, perhaps even 
the kings themselves. 

They were called Duchesne and Gilbert. 

These two men were selected by the Commune, who 
knew them to be stanch patriots. They were to re- 
main at their post in their cell till the sentence of Marie 
Antoinette. They hoped by this measure to avoid the 
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itmgakiritieB coMeqirahttipD&a oinng* «f e^e:shwnk 
times during the dayvaad <9ier8fare>kddthQ,gttM:d«.lind«t 
a-faearj Besponsibilit]^ -'•-■' '• - .--■ :k^cA<. 

Theqdeen first became faca^uaiDicd Inthvtkk^iie^tii^ 
tilatibn from the. oonversatioiif of: tlie gendamvoi^ ;.wboae 
discourse, not being softly uitered, teadbadJ bflr ibwoa 
She ex|)e^Be9ieed' at oaee joy and* .duquteiude;;- 4ir) if 
oti the oi|e hand she MtthaJmhtwe.vkia eiight .to-^ 
trOBtiwertfaj^ smoe iiiej i had* been bhoaen irom: ^a ^«iid4W 
tud^ ontheotbn? side. she refle&todlhi^ hft^'ifriendit 
i»g)at mom eaailjp ooi^tipi Iwe^knoiwli bmk at > their pie^ 
t^HD n ^randrmt imknc^n'^indiTidttils sheeted fa^ chaetirir 
^asaiu^ tiear her aeoaaionalfy^ «nd^then eUlj fair a siii^ 
day,.-' ^-:.'' ":..'-■ ^-r..- .. /m.-v* v i ■ *. :.*'■-- .•■'-:.'- .-v^.- 

Oiir'^he.fiist >n^^ isefofe she s^tired'roiiejof ldieigie»r 
dsvmeB> ^acconliiig to hb. usuaLcOsfaoaEiysbegan >io Jtaaokilr^ 
The noxious Jf»por.>^ided. ;^peix»p£ib^^^^^^ 
«t{«rtia»6tiofHJhe |mititton^;en7fliopi^^ 'the no&riuiute 
<|«Kien^ wheibinisfoptiitites hadiimlajbed inatibad^f^.deadem 
iagiherflnrask ^^eixxxnifelt hecarff e^iaadi^mtbmetui&a 
and a^mnii^^ in^tbe head ; huiirite to heir indonttt^bte 
system of firmness, she uttered no complaint. * /^v' 

the^deep^iten^e^^ thtrttigtH^ ah€t f$ndedishe:heard^fl^i» 
flve^e<^ei»'ot9t«ide; TlyeseHtjTMS'i^ aiid^>p904 

Idtig^d ; ^^^re* 'watr ' About: 4iiei»^>s(Mie«biag wtrdi^aifd 
pieltJitig, Iftje thfe hl>iilkig ef ^ilidiin :«he ^tfeoaaid 
d<$B(^ed oorddcir^e^i the^^^'tekhpettt beciewA the.hnntlme 
voice to animate the passions of theelelBBiitsi- >.>r: J >* • 
She soon beo^tMM'A^^atetfaa^^tfre'tibiieiihabimd atdSrst 
stsai^M 'hUd^ "wds i^ «t<Ae#tit^ahd pstrnvmag -erf of ya^'dog 
fa6i¥l{togiMB^the^tii^y. ' >8he49iiiiediately:^iileiiihated/h0i^ 
poor little Jet, wh(^ sK^> hadi netithoiughft7o£ii&elK lihey: 
r^o^^ed" hof flP&m^the >T4ni^e/' «|i«i r^ beHeioed ^ i^e 
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CQ^ld; TBGqgtm^ tia jv<?ic©, Iiidee4^ t^^ poor little ani- 
mal,; .'w^ by bis cqistaken yigilonpe bad ruined bis mi&> 
twf^ bi^ unperq^wyed d^soenid^ l?ehind ber, bad followed 
tbe carriage as far as tbe grati^of tbe Conciergeriev 
wber^ be <5<;ptinued till l^^ nar^rpwly^^apaped being cut 
iutwe by tbQ 4o^b|e i;rQn,portci41i|^,vbi^b closed. b^bii^d 
ber..' ■,. - -.. ;. ,.,- ' ., /,, ,, -fi ; ^ ., I :.'■.•>■ ' 

But tbe &itl^ul creat^e bad soon returned^ and /com- 
prebending tbat bis mistress wa^copfin^d in tbis great 
stone building, be wbined and bowled, waiting, witbin 
ten feet of tbe sentin^l;^. Qare^9ing reply. Tbe queen 
re^^ed by «» heart^jroken sigh; wbicb ri^cbed tbe ears 
of ber guards ; but as tbis sigb was not repeated, and no 
otber.so«nd pro<^eeded froni tte qne0n'B chamber, they 
again composed themselves, and relapsed iptp their former 
state of drowsiness. 

At l»?eiak of diay thd qtie^ rose' and drea3ed herself^ 
then took her seat near the window^ the %bt i^om which>, 
intercepted by the graljug of iron bars, fell with ar bluish^ 
tiot upon b^r «0kSHsiated builds, i» wbiohishe held a bool^ 
She was apparently reading, but her thoughts were far 
away. 

The Gendarme Gilbert half opened the screen, and 
regtoiedber in silence. : The q^ieeu beard tbe noise of 
the screen, but did not turn her head. She was so seated 
that the gendarme could see her bead bathed in the morn- 
ing light Gilbert made a aig^ tOi his comrade tQ advapce^ 
and look through the opening with him. Ducbesna^ 
approached. 

; ^^ Look ! "said ^riibert, in a Jpw twae ; ^how very, pale 
she i« ;^ it; la frigb tftil I Tbose red iQircles round her eyep 
denote her sufiering. She has :^i^y been weeping.'' 
. *^Yjott well know/' said DwAe^me,' ^VCapet's widow 
never weeps. She is too proud for that." 
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"Then she must be ill," said Gilbert, and raising his 
voice, " Tell me, Citizen Capet," said be, "are you illl ** 

The queen slowly raised her eyes, and fixed an inquir* 
ing look upon the two men. 

''Did you address me, gentlemen?" demanded she, 
in a voics full of sweetness, for she fancied she detected 
the accent of kindness in him who had spoken to her. 

**Yes, Citizeness, we spoke to you," replied Gilbert; 
*' we feared you were ill." 

<* Why sol" 

*' Because your eyes are so red." 

^'And at the same time you are so pale," added 
Duchesne. 

** Thank you, gentlemen, I am not ill ; only I suflfered 
much last night" 

" Ah, yes, your misfortunes ! " 

*' No, gentlemen, my miseries are always the same ; 
and my religion having taught me to carry them to the 
foot of the cross, I do not suffer more one day than 
another. No; I am out of sorts because I could not 
rest last night." 

"Ah! your new lodging and different bedl" said 
Duchesne. 

^ And then the lodging is not very comfortable," added 
Gilbert. 

''Ah! it is not that, gentlemen," said the queen, 
shaking her head. ** Lofty or lowly, it is all the same 
to me." 

'* What is it then ?" 

** I ask pardon for telling you ; but I have suffered 
much inconvenience from the smell of the tobacco which 
that gentleman is smoking at this moknent." 

Indeed, Gilbert was smoking, which was his habitual 
occupation. 
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^ Confound my stupidity I " cried he, much grieved 
from the kindness with which the queen had expressed 
herself " Why did you not tell me so before, Citizen 1 " 

'* Because I thought, sir, I had no right to deprive 
you of any eiyoyment.** 

" Well, you shall be incommoded no more, —by me, at 
least," said Gilbert, casting away his pipe, which broke 
upon the tiles, ** for I shall smoke no more/' 

He turned round, his companion followed, and he closed 
the screen. 

^ Possibly they may cut off her head, that is an affair 
of the nation ; but why should we cause her any suffer- 
ing, poor woman 1 We are soldiers, and not hangmeuj 
like Simon/' 

** It rather savors of the aristocrat, comrade, what you 
did just now,'' said Duchesne, shaking his head, 

** Whom do you term an aristocrat 1 Explain yourself I " 

" I call aristocrats all those who annoy the nation, and 
succor its enemies/' 

" Then, according to your theory, I annoy the nation 
because I cease to annoy with my smoking the Widow 
Capet 1 Go along, then I As for me," continued the brave 
fellow, "I remember my oath to my country, and the 
order of my brigadier* As for my order, I know it by 
heart. Not to permit the prisoner to escape; not to 
allow any one to see her ; to resist all correspondence she 
may endeavor to institute; and to die at my post, — 
this is what I promised, and to this will I keep. Vvye 
la nation P^ 

"That is what I tell you," said Duchesne. "It is 
not that I disapprove of your conduct, but I fear lest you 
should compromise yourself." 

" Hush I here is some one." 

The queen had not lost one word of this conversation, 
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<g\mdk wa&^'ti^ smidd^'bf ^«everal^:8l;ep«itapps0Mbdkg'th^ 
door. It opened, and two munidipftlBr^cptered^fWaiiafi 
%'^tl»;^eep^r«iid'80i^'e£'ilir>tahddB}km^ »'<.jr "-/'at" «> 
>^ ^ Weil^^'^lwy InfB^r^^*^ wfaetw^is ^e'^difcoilffl^^* i ;f 
** Here sbi is^^tiiepiied^^bftttirotgettidattn^' : - '■> *. k„'£ 

** You can see." And Gilbert touched the Bcawa^i* It 
^i '"What;cto<Jtbutwidhf??fcBtoandedA^^ :.^ ,-? ■ 

r1^/It4s4faB'iri8k;r4tf^l^«@6imbni^€ll^ lo 

fr^i'Jhiai nMw iaikiirf/'Hfcoug^ 4te qHtOfin^.^a^dxif.ip^ 
friends — " '\ ar ^r r^ y :{ 

iM f f ¥etjr getod^iirecy, good tl r. mdi^ ^wqicipftli^j|i|hing 
Gilbert aftidfi and ,«afdtog^l^i<|ii8ei^*«:.di^9WJ^^ 

^ ;I']^^pMeB'did AQfeev^ ism^: \m^h^;,4mi^'M>t(ii'ght 
have been believed from her impassibilj^t^b^^^^sj^ilf^i^i^ 
flair nor hfwrd. theai,t bttl gusbcied hf^rfilrtfc \<5Jk)^(r:' The 
'd6fegttteai|)f .itht iaomi»und Jeiirw obseiRrftd ety^f^thmg 

«kaUki9 tt^isgraiipg. ' oi' th^r,^i|fdlpW(;;iiKbkb;ilo^li%d^{i^ 
^etcwiA**f5tl^fiMaJe p!»a|)i>*8, MKl^t^fh^ffin^jr^^fiv;^ 
«tetidediiif» tibe;>getidttaii<|s4)»9 mimQfftoyi^^}^ce,]imil^ 
AeH^jdet)artfHsr4«kU9tut>;k«t^^ ^Mvm^ licwofdnt^d^ 
^tt0sn^:[w^otf. h^^ pftrt'«eeaHMi]MintQv)iaffi<»i>^$^a^iji?f 
irf^tteil-opfie^lltetf -:n.: <..i fvri, /,,;.. uiM-ff. T iMi./ iu ;^:r:- 
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?^ *^rj I'.'iiy '^.vA. ^i\ :hhX ^^i i---afb*T; i'r,::'- o.p 3;t/> h,.* r-u 

,y?-i n'-J JK*.* -^l RTVf ^j-.fAi?^. 
-:;*;;, D jir>jjfi: ^^}>';?i"* iL;;;^^;') ^"•: ^i'^ 3:>;i? ,3:-^ .f.:-»'»ofTi 

, i '^ ^ ^ '^fi < » : "^ 'J I J vd i / . M'i I 1 u , •■:;■'■ 1 V • v/ '^r * . s . ■ J f ; ' * .' ■ 1 r;<j ; - >^ '?• . ) ^ 

s^mat^ftit^e^lii ^gmy> jacket^ Itm b^d^ ^(ml-6d'^fl«ii>'ii 
bonnets, Whi^ -«h«]^ AB^dng thd^ ^^l6^' WftS'^-ffiM^itf^ 

importance, and Wtoii^th^^'biiiy plkiio^ng tras^^ disfSut^ 
tliidir l!^^ il^li tk6 litti)g8H9iii:«»id^\^1^ Fou^tii^ 

Th«HatJ^^did ftamms^ Asff tbk^ti^aii Who^ f«iMi«lttP# 

tii^' epo6k'#ttrd^iTld0diMo'^«r(»iiliis8eB, ^^ Itherhoiibtf ^d 
th4 mk^^ -^im' ^M^tlattfipldfy 'iattptic^d ^^ ^sti^i^'wiih 
fi&ar,Jitoo0^«fitfe ^Aif^rfvgcieiety^devdt^^ Offlp 

fierce pit^nad^^ v^^'nithe^ ^ite^and^wieldid^id^Mi 
iitVy i'lii^i^ Iiaii4>d^ 'of th6e» knotted codg^lr^ tfa^ 
called " constitutions." It is true the band tfaQt'^fl^ui& 
i^b^lbbis^ ]^t»t'ibl^^^«»««^' iniglH; ha^re ^pearwl k%i^er 
4iiMl t(f dtif iGiHb \i4d^iiiigbt talbi^ b^faeftd «o aot^^ 
to(|«iki«^l|l pa3p« tO'Viitt'd thls^ «itig«^ pcvsobflgd ^li^ 
h^rbsd ay^ga«^%^)^ia86^%kfaf^eiipei0tlo>oUieK^ 
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no one felt the least inclined to risk it, for this man's 
aspect was far too terrible. 

Indeed, this man with the cudgel caused much disqui- 
etude to several groups of petty scribes engaged in the 
discussion of public affairs, which at this time daily pro- 
gressed from bad to worse, or from better to better, 
according as they were considered from a conservative or 
revolutionary point of view. These valorous folks looked 
askance at his long black beard, his green eyes sur- 
mounted by overhanging, shaggy eyebrows, and trembled 
wh^iever the promenade of the mighty patriot (a prome- 
nade which extended the whole length of the great hall) 
brought them in near contact with one another. 

This terror was augmented from the fact that when- 
ever they ventured to approach him too nearly, or even 
looked at him too attentively, the man with the cudgel 
struck his powerful weapon with its full weight upon 
the pavement, smashing the flag-stones upon .which 
it fell, sometimes with a dull and heavy, sometimes 
with a sonorous and clashing; sound. 

But it was not only these brave men among the scribes, 
designated generally as the ''rats of the Palace,'' who 
experienced this formidable impression; it was also the 
various individuals who entered the Salle des Pas-Perdus 
by the great door, or through some of its narrow vomi- 
tories, who also quickened their pace on perceiving the 
man with the cudgel, who obstinately continued his 
journey from one end of the hall to the other, finding 
each moment some pretext for making his weapon ring 
on the pavement. 

If these writers had been less timorous, and the prome- 
naders more clear-sighted, they would have discovered 
that our patriot, capricious like all eccentric or pronounced 
ohAraoiers, appeared to evince a preference for certain 
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flagHstoues, those for iDstauce situated a little distanqe 
from the wall on the right, near the centre of the hall, 
which emitted a dear and ringing sound. He even 
finished by concentrating his anger upon some particular 
stones in the centre of the hall. At the same time he so 
far forgot himself as to stop, and with his eye seemed to 
be estimating the distance. 

True, it was a momentary absence of mind only, and 
he immediately resumed his former expression, which a 
gleam of pleasure had replaced for an instant. 

Almost at the same moment another patriot, — for at 
this epoch every one wore his opinions on his forehead, or 
rather in his dress, — almost at the same moment, say we, 
another patriot entered by the door of the gallery, 
and without appearing the least in the world to par- 
take of the fear generated by the former occupant, 
began to cross the hall at a pace equal to his own, so 
that in the centre of the promenade they encountered 
each other. 

The new arrival had, like the former, a hahy bonnet^ 
a gray jerkin, dirty hands, and in one of them a cudgel ; 
indeed, in addition he carried a swordj which struck 
against his legs at eveiy step ; and on the whole he 
appeared a greater subject for terror than his predecessor. 
The first had an air of ferocity, the last seemed replete 
with sinister cunning. 

Although these two men appeared to belong to the 
same cause, and entertained the same opinions, the a» 
sembly ventured to watch the result, not of their meeting,, 
for they were not walking in the same line^ but their 
approach toward each other. At the first turn they were 
disappointed in their expectation, as the patriots con« 
tented themselves with exchanging looks; at the same 
time the smaller of the two turned slightly pale, — only 
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Itooiwk iDTokaitafy tttufoinenl of tbe lips it wbs erfdcnt 
il WIS noft cwned by fear, bat bj dttgnst 

However, st the aeecmd tuni, as4f the prtnot bad made 
n yw^BOt effi»i, falB oocmteiumee, fm fiow so orereast, 
deared tip suddeiil j, and Bomethlng I9te a smifo passed 
over his lips as he inclnied filightfy to Uie left, intit iSbte 
evident intention ci stopping the seeond patriot Ih. Ms 



Kear the eentre they jomed each otiier. 

** Why, upon nry word, berets the Citi^n'Sittion! * said 
tiie fiiBt patriot. ' 

^ HimselC But what do you want with the Citizen 
flimont And, h> the first plii^, who aareyotii'* ' 

<* It seems, then, -ihat you do hot recognise ine f^ 
' * Ido not recognise you^ and for an excdient reason^ — 
I never saw you before.'* 

^'Not recognise me f-* when Ihad tiie honor to caaty 
^ tead of the Princess Lamballe!^ - 

At these words, pronounced with savage fiiry, and 
barsthig passionat^'ftom^e mouthof the patriot, Simon 
^kttea. ' '-'- ' " " '•'•' " ■• -' ^-''^— 

'-'Tottf^teidhe, "yotit^ ^' '^' ; ' > ^^ 
' -"^fef th«tsurpflsebydclt Tthbughf that" jt)u wotSd 
reimetiibSer your iei4u6A' Tietter' than- ttat, &!th f ; Ah; 
^\^eAt y<mgrievimk'*V '-'''' "^-' ' ;^ ^- '*''' '''■• '- 

"You have done very wen,** said' Bimon ; **btif I did 

'^**IlS^isa''gitoter privilege' to W*as'^ 
yoting €apet* it'Mti^ ybd iborrf Sitd notice. * As fo^ 
myself, I both kfl^lantf esteein^you.^ ■ ' -^ * '• * 

^'•'Ahf'f Th^ik-yotf^ ■'■" '■-' ■ '''-' ^^-^ -y^ -' ■•"'* 

^-^'Wtt have no rtJwoh — iwre you taHn^'fe irtdkl^^ ^ 
'^♦•Tes; I'imVBtitii^forsbmerone.' Andyoii!^'*' 
'•'•«'I'Utfr^doirig'€he'''B8itoe7^' ^'''- ^>-^ '^ ■ ^"^ '^^" '-^- - ' ' 
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**^WItet iM y&at nktwi ' I iriE «ttke mraiii^ of yon «t 
the club/' 

"I am caUed Theodore. '' 

« What else!" 

" Nothing else : is not that enough 1 " 

^Oh, certainljr. Who are you waiting fHr, Citizen 
Th^odcfref " 

"Ai frien* to i^hdm I wftAf io ieriake* a fine littte 
denunciation." ^ -^ 

''IittJt^r Doiellme.- 

" A whole covey of aristocnrtft.^ 

*!5 What are tSieir names ♦" ' ^ . 

- ^ JSTo, indeed^ I <only till that to my friend.*^ 

"You are wrong; fot h6re id mine achranefa^ towtt«d 
tSf who, -ft -seems' to me, Is suffiden% aoquainted with 
business to settle at once all this affair/' 
" Fouquier Titiville !'* eried the first ptfteiofc- 
" No one less, frifendi^ -' ' ' . ^ . 

- "That^dlrigh*.''- ' ^.. : ' . ^ ^ 
"Yes. Good-day, Citizen Fouquier." 

FouquSfef Tlnvilfc, calm ttnd; ptttey opeiiteg; wM^ ac- 
cording ' to- ftabit^ his large^ bhw& eyefr «hade«l bjr his 
tmishy eyebrows^ at this moment etoterfed*»by*tfr'Sid«^oor, 
his register in his hand, and a bundle^^f^ papers Mfdenini 
arm." "*Oood-day,^Simeh,'' t»ld ii^; ^ mfking^n&wi^ 

"Several things. First, a d^i»!rif!tdiitkii;>(V«dm'^€^isea 
Tliebdote, who<5ari4e#'t^^hea4 ef tfc^^Prii*8ife*i»mb^^ 
I will introduce hlffi^ to yoti.^ •: -- "*' t ' '^' -■- • ^ 

Fouquier fixed his scnAitMngT^lafeee ^pon^*tl» pittMot, 
"Mio, nbtwitUstaikiHtiig Uli^ tf^flg nei*«^ fdiTatto^uiieasy 
while undergoing this examination. " s. :' ^i - 

-^^Fh^odore Y" thU he y *' eiiid Whois^TWodDW IH - 
"II" said the man in the jerkin. . ^ » 

"You carried the head c^ ^tinr Piiiicist^tiliainbaEQdl'* 
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said the public aocaaerf with an unmistakable expression 
of doubt, 

" I. Bue Saint Antoine." 

^* But I know a person who boasts that he did so/' said 
Fouquier. 

" I know ten/' replied the Citizen Th&>dore, courage- 
ously; "but, indeed, as they all make some claim for 
having done so, and I ask nothing, at least I ought to 
have the preference, I hope." 

This reply excited Simon's laughter, and dispersed the 
cloud on the accuser's brow. ' 

"Bight," said he; "and if you did not do it, you 
ought to have done so. But leave us now ; Simon has 
some business to transact with me." 

Theodore retired, very little hurt by the frankness of 
the public accuser. 

"One moment,** cried Simon. "Do not send him 
away so; let us first hear his denunciation.** 

" Ah ! ** said Fouquier Tinville, with an absent air, " a 
denunciation 1 '* 

" Yes ; a covey of conspirators/* replied Simon. 

" All in good time. Speak ; what is the matter now t ** 

" Oh ! not much ; only the Chevalier de Maison-Bouge 
and some of his friends.'* 

Fouquier made a leap backward, while Simon raised 
his arms toward heaven. 

"Is this the truth t** they exclaimed, both together. 

"The pure truth ; will you take themV 

" At once. Where are they t " 

" I met the Chevalier de Maison-Bouge in the Bue de 
la Qrande Tissanderie." 

"Tou are mistaken; he is not in Paris,** replied 
Fouquier. 

" I tell you I have seen him." 
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" Impossible ! a hundred men hav0 been sent in pur- 
suit of him ; he would i^ot show himself in the streets of 
Paris." 

" It was he, by Heaven ! " said the patriot, " A tall dark 
man, as strong as three and bearded like the pard.'' 

Fouquier shrugged his shoulders disdainfully, 

" Another blunder," said he ; " the Chevalier de Maison- 
Rouge is short, pale, and has not the slightest sign of a 
beard." 

The patriot dropped his weapon with an air of 
consternation. 

^< Never mind, your good intention is taken for the act. 
Come, Simon, we must both make haste; they require 
the register, this is the time for the carts." 

" Well, there is nothing new ; the child is well" The 
patriot turned his back that he might not appear indis- 
creet^ but remained in a position which enabled him to 
hear. 

"I will go," said he, "lest I should intrude." 

" Adieu ! " said Simon. 

"Good-day," said Fouquier. 

"Tell your friend that you were deceived," added 
Simon. 

" Well, I shall wait," and Theodore removed to a short 
distance, and stood resting on his cudgel. 

" So the child goes on well ; but how &res he morally 1 " 
asked Fouquier. 

" I mould him to my wiU." 

"He will speak then t" 

^'When I choose." 

^ Do you think he will testify in the trial of Antoinette t " 

" I do not think it ; I am sure of it." 

Th&)dore was leaning against a pillar, his eyes directed 
toward the door. But his eye was wandering, while his 
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earii ^re'eretffc tod trfic6rei4* undtir^the fcifflfj;^;*^^ 

he wore, ftiiiaps te saw nothing, biit toost i^tfreiJW 

he heard spmething. -^ / ' 

- ^ Reftedt w^/* sttH Fbuqtiier, '^ and Sd not tdk\i Wliat 

is termed a^ blunder 6P thtf cdttftnf^OTi." YbU^%ffl teti 

that Capet wm6|)eail* -* - ^ ^' -^^i . i 

' '*m ^mi 6ay aM ttet^I r#lirt5^ '^ '• ' ' - ''^/^ " ^ 

^^Haliletdl^jrdU^^at Wfe i^^ gbin^td a*'hi^ f«i^'^^ 

** He has told me.'' V'"'^ 

**It is' inilpoAarit/aiilioD; 'that'^oi' sAmifd'^ prdniise 

fchis; the child's evidence is fatal to the mbtfier?*^^*'''' 

"'^iSduridsr-^llfto'Uritnpoiil^^^^^^ : v J:;...n ^w9 " ' 

*■ "^fffieii Wilt haVe bdferi^todttiiig'eqty^al'to ft 'S^^ s!ti<3 
the intimacy betweeti N^ro 'aiid*NatciAsttk* ^ Once fiidi4} 
reflect, ^tnofc'*--'"' ^^^* ^ *" ■■*\-'-^';^- ^' -^^^ ^ * '^-'^ " 

"*0n6 wbtild &n6y jrbd toot mfe Icir a'^ftite; ttep^ing 
conttatitly the sathe 'thing. ' "Tale^tlifs tA'&ti ^xMrapte- : 
when I put leather in water it becomes supple, doraf'^ 

** But — I do not know,'' replied f*ouquiei-. ■ ' *^^^^ '* 

« It becomes soft. Well, % m'j ^nd^ thi^StllS ^ap®* 

becomes supple' as the softest' leittier. ''I %i*^e my own 

method for that." . ^, ;• ;^^^ 

' ** It'ni&y bd'so,**«i.ld'F6'u4iiier: **-\i tfeatall ytniliave 

to sayl" ;'',>^:? -'■'■'' -- 5^-"*^^ '• <?' -- '--'j^^ ,fto.;#?j-^iitL 

« Att^ '^I fdi^ot." Tliete' W a'detiuhciatibii?** '-; ^\ 
"Again 1 You will overwjbejm me with bitBiriefife,*'sftM 

Fouquier. "^"' "\'^''^.^''/''"!'/r""\! I 

"One must serve his country.'' ' ^ ^^ - ^ ii v /^ 
Simon prei^ented a small pap^r, blacic 'as the leaiter 

he had Jiist mentioned, but certainly teSs^ppl^/^ou- 

^ier tjook it aud reeld the cbfatfenti ' ' '^ " ; * '* 
"Ag^id the Citizen iJbriiil'y^^ 

this inan."' ' ^ ' '■''' '- ^ ^' -'^ ••-''' ' '' ' '' '"^ 
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, vcf^I'itoa htm 9lmiym4cmsg k^^h^e^ift^t^hm/ Sh 
said, "^ Jiii#^ Mii(tofte^' to a wwite*^ln> «^ttt«d Itittv ^0ttL 

that Maurice who was Municipal at the TempSe ^mftmi 
^JM^fEKiv m^^iyd Ifed^ carnation ocotttifed.:*^^^^: * ' 
" Be sure ! be sure 1 " exclaimed FouqtiMr^ -aoftfliii^ at 

He held out his hand, and then turn^ ^<a^f%^ '%fth 
an abruptness t!i(lt ^ineed'iiltie fa^Qr«Dimr<l the' ^shoe- 
maker/ ■•^-^'' ■•'■ -,'' < ''■ ' ^'.■'*' ^'*'Y ' '^ '^■" *^"' '"''■ ' ' 
r-^ *^Wh«t' -Ae 4«vit do yminrish -im-io M sftfe* of 1 

cannot be done at the same time/' and he passed ^iokly 
<fefi>u^>th©%iirtft5*. - ^ 'i '•■ '»*'■:: :. ■' -'^ v.;?^-,^ *>;'t' 
^^-^'ISitoiiiti ^fooKked i!0itti(I^^f«r4iiiy^Cltfee&<Tii^(idoii^^^ 
isote bimsi^ with hitfiJ He trat ir^4oiig«t to^be is^em ' 
^: tH«^ hkd ^totfi^^««bsied- 4^0^'^fi«iit0itt^ t#t;«ti 

Theodore reappeared at the comer of a writer's ^Init. 
The occupant of the hut accompanied him. 

"At what hour are the iron gates dosed?" asked 
Theodore of this man. 

"At five o'clock." 

" Then what do they do here 1 " 

" Nothing ; the hall remains empty till next day." 

" No rounds, no visits 1 " 

" No, sir ; our barracks are locked." 

The word "sir" made Theodore knit his brows, and 
look round with distrust. 

"Are the crowbar and pistols safe in the barracks 1" 
said he. 

"Yes, under the carpet." 

"Return home, then — By the bye, show me again 
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the chamber of the Tribunal that has not a grated window, 
and looks upon the court near the Place Dauphine." 
"To the left, between the pillars under the lantern." 
**Qo, now, and have the horses ready at the place 
assigned ! " 

" A glorious chance ! — a glorious chance I — depend 
fully upon me." 

"Now is your time — No one is looking— open 
your barrack." 

" It is done, sir ; I will pray for you," 
" It is not for me you ought to pray. Adieu. '^ 
And the Citizen Th^odore^ after an eloquent look, 
glided so adroitljr imder the low roof of the barrack, that 
he disappeared like the shadow of the writer who closed 
the door. 

The worthy scribe drew the key from the lock, took 
some papers under his arm, and went out of the vast 
hall with the few employees that the stroke of five sent 
rushing from their desks like a rear-guard of belated 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

THE CITIZEN TH^DOBE. 

NiOHT had enveloped in her gray mantle the immense 
hall, whose sad echoes had to repeat the severe words of 
the advocates and the suppliant ones of the pleaders. 

From afar, in the midst of the obscurity, upright and 
immovable, a white column seemed watching, in the cen« 
tre of the hall, like a phantom protector over the sacred 
place. 

The only noise heard in this darkness was the nibbling 
and galloping of innumerable rats, which gnawed the 
papers enclosed in the writer's huts, after drilling their 
way through the wood. 

Sometimes the sound of a carriage penetrated as far 
as this sanctuary of Themis (as an Academician would 
say), and the vague clanking of keys, which appeared 
to proceed from under the ground; but all this only 
reverberated in the distance, and nothing save these 
distant sounds ever broke the deep silence, or penetrated 
the thick darkness save the glimmering of some far remote 
light. 

Certainly the man would be seized by bewildering 
terror who at this hour would have ventured into the 
vast hall of the Palace, the exterior of whose walls was 
yet stained with the blood of the victims of September ; 
whose staircases this very day had witnessed the de- 
scent of twenty-five human beings condemned to an 
ignominious death, and were separated only by a few 
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feet from the dungeons of the Conciergerie, peopled with 
Heached skeletons. 

Nevertheless, in the middle of this frightful nighty 
in the midst of this almost solemn silence, a low grating 
noise was heard ; the door of a writer's hut turned upon 
its creaking hinges, and a shadow, darker than the shadow 
of night, gli4ed cautiously out of the harrack. 

Then the fierce patriot we have heard addressed asi 
''si^" bat who called himself Tb6od<»e^ stepped li^tljt 
over th^ i^ieven st<mes. He held in his right hand^ 
a pond€(rQU8 iron leveri and with his left fdt that hift 
doubler})arrelled pistcA was secure in his helt. 

'\l ;reckoned twelve flagHit<;»ieB from the stall; and 
see, here 48 the end of the first!" miirmu]?ed be; and. 
while calculating, he groped with the point of his fo^^ 
to disoover the chinks whioh time had r^idered mor^ 
perceptible. 

''Let me see," said he^ stc^iag; ''have I taken mjr 
measurement correctly? Shall I possess strength sufil** 
cient; and she — will she have the courage I Oh, yes,. 
her pourage is known to me« Oh, my God I Wbext I 
shall take her hand-— -when I pan say, Madame^ you 
are faved 1" 

He . suddenly paused, as it oppressed by the wei^t irf 
so gif^t a>ppe. r , , - : 

" AhJ " il^e resumed, **mh and foolish proj^il others; ' 
will say, hiding themselves under their bedclothes, or 
contenttog ihejoselyes Jby iiaiiptiaring about disguisadas 
lackeys , through the rCpn<;^«Bgwe; but they have not : 
my motive foff daring aJl,-^itis, that I no<^ only ddsiw 
to serve th* qne^ bnt the wc^aiu 

" We% tfl wcfl*-; let. m ap^n mm up the wh<de» 

" Tp^ r^ tb0 rtone is nothwg, to leave i<i open is the- 
dan»Br*— they may pcwfatAiis 4mke the r^wds^ b^ ye*._ 
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by an ardor like mine to dart through the d^vk^pfi^ 
sagel In three minutes I am Mder h#js>^UMQ|lN)? } in 
otkor iKTe J fiaise the.^U9ke9rhi(Ai.i9.en>be']|M»^.A She 
will hearrn0^mxlu»grbttt lia»*t9oe«ii^ 
aknrmed^^«n'4lbi^celltra]7y^8k»>J«itt a 

dBli¥ei;fir wneaflf -^^ ;. >§h» is gwajgAddl b^i Itto.meil.. ^|mi 
will doubtless haitoii ^iD[iiie7fl|>9tr^ . : t v. i^ !> v., 
..%W«H«t€r^ViS8ia tbe;pi«trtt)lv*^i(erth!»arH^ 
sniii^'ioAkkigimti-ftt^iln MaponAOSuac^^d ift^hiei^t^em 
iod ibiek altiie^i».'h6^ikelfitp9M^44b bia^h^^dtr A^pid^ 
shot from this pi^t<%.ds afOouptolof^aiksKi^^lufiroi^^tiai^ ir^ 
Imov. Poor.caNwtuifeai tbej ^iH dt^^lfteotboBl f^ti^^ii^re 
enlpa^ld3thlni.ihemAdLT6ai»^^;r; - i f >. < .w . >??5 , 

JUd iCdaran .3litedoee icei^listel^ i{M 
tmesUiieehhik8off1^fli^iitt<tti^<. 7 ^^ .• ..^ 1 
.^ At*:thii iiiomfiniia>^¥itidr3i^tj^!aM»e4iKlWL^^vW^ 
g((^ todsi ^ite >atoiiedy /and «f'iMMse» ,c0p^9l#d.^; tb9 
edi«b»'T<rff>thet nMadV<»6aJ^^ Aeiwri^WBl^WPi ItQ-.^tHOT 
add!tfa«d^with^iattn^'jBitmtfd;to t}gk^ Ib/^ 

Soon voices, weakenednh^ .|he> diali«Qa^f aftid .<a^ 
ened Ii^^'thff^^Bsatibar^qMiieQcl^ l^-i^emfy ^<H» rfit <|^ight 
tBA4»r iaiigftt iaftd ^deaoiata «bufldinf^ taai>hed/ tbe.^ qm»^^<^ 

^ vile-atooped dovn^^aod tin«jti^'a9»j^v$^gto^«i| Ib0 ^iM<a)l 
perceived first » ntaAtiti 4tttliillU7'ieo«tut»fl^«,wbj^Be li^ 
Btddkr^ tikBoSikmg^ ^m ^he- pavemeoit ^ail^^f rodi^q^d the 
seuiuiUwhieh bad MtaetBiMBMiwtuyn^tlm^ ^^t^ iia 
af pistachto^oakatad f«uttr boUulig m^^aiOi^kiBci^BmiArMA a 
EOll^ot-fQ^peniliiidet iMi.atiin*;' thiKdljt a mAn ttft fil^i^ 
w ai aU iM d of ^^MUhiean «nd. a^ i»^ ^ boAnet^^r and iafi^y^iji 
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The iron gate Des Merciers creaked upon its sonorous 
hinges, rattling the chain intended to keep it open during 
the day. 

The four men entered. 

** A round," murmured Theodore. " God be praised ! 
ten minutes later and I should have been ruined/' 

He then with the utmost attention endeavored to rec- 
ognize the individuals who composed the round, — in- 
deed, three of them were known to him. 

He who walked first, clad in the uniform of a general, 
was Santerre ; the man in the ratteen waistcoat and fur 
bonnet was Richard the porter, and the man in clogs and 
jerkin was in all probability a turnkey. 

But he had never seen the man in the pistachioHX>lored 
coat, who held a rule in his hand and a bundle of papers 
imder his arm. Who or what could this man be ; and 
what brought, at ten o'clock at night, to the Salle des 
' Pas-Perdus, the general of the Commune, the keeper of 
the Concieigerie, a turnkey, and this other man ? The 
Citizen Theodore knelt on one knee, holding in one hand 
his loaded pistol, while with the other he replaced his 
bonnet and hair, which his precipitous movement bad 
deranged too much to look natural. 

Fp to this moment the nocturnal visitors had kept 
silence, or if they had spoken, their words had not reached 
the ears of the conspirator ; but when about ten paces 
from his lurking place Santerre spoke, and his voice was 
distinctly heard by the Citizen Theodore. 

'' We are now,'' said he, *' in the Salle des Pas-Perdus. 
It is for you now to guide us, Citizen Architect, and to 
endeavor to convince us that your revelation is no idle 
story ; for you see the Bevolution has done justice to 
all this folly, and we believe no more in these subterra* 
nean passages than in ghosts. What do you say. Citizen 
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Riohard t ^ added Santerre, turniDg toward the man in 
the fur bonnet and ratteen vest. 

** I have never said there was no subterranean passage 
under the Conciergerie/' he replied. ** Here is Gracchus, 
who has been turnkey for ten years, and consequently is 
as familiar with the whole of the Conciergerie as he is 
with the alphabet, and yet he ignores the existence of 
the vault of which the Citizen Giraud has spoken. How- 
ever, as the Citizen Giraud is the city architect, he ought 
to know better than any of us. It is his business.'' 

Thiodore shivered from head to foot on hearing these 
words. 

'' Fortunately," murmured he, ''the hall is largOy and 
before they find what they search for, two days at least 
must expire/' 

But the architect opened his great roll of papers, put 
on his spectacles, and knelt down to examine the plan 
by the flickering light of the lantern which Gracchus held 
m his hand. 

"I fear,** said Santerre, ironically, "that the Citizen 
Giraud has been dreaming." 

"You will see, Citizen General, if I am a dreamer 
Wait a little ; wait I " 

" Yon see we are waiting," said Santerre. 

" Good I'' said the architect ; and he began to calcu- 
late. "Twelve and four make sixteen,'' said he, "and 
eight are twenty-four, which, divided by six, makes four, 
and then half remains ; that is it. I can tell the very 
spot ; and if I am mistaken by so much as a foot, you 
may henceforth dub me an ass.'' 

The architect pronounced these words with an assur- 
anoe which curdled the blood of the Citizen Theodore. 

Santerre regarded the plan with a species of respect, 
but evidently admired more than he comprehended it. 
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*< Where 1" asked Sa»t«w^ -,,.-. ^u. t . ,,. ; - > ?^t: 

"Br^«MdJB«lktelte| " 1.809 S».b^lX (k#^ m&ii^^ 

fecetiousness. , tj :»j^ 

^ ^Wfaao <ii6ctf >feke,/rt<me i$ ^M«^ m\d th^.fee*. ug^ *be 
haiislii^/aj^uwb fifi/ fmm Ipok.i^ W-Jfou ^^IVtSn^ 
yourself exactly at the register-office where. tl*^ :auijit#|-, 
r»»eciiiift.pe^ss»ge.t9rmQ9;tes!, pj^ift^ ^ ^iihe 

terre, knitting his brows. 



f% 



" But you said * the queem* ' 
." :iiicfQrc»,i&fpl* l^l^ijtt^^/ 



■;-^-v-t i 



f.-. 



/ ** 



"You say, then, it may be fouisd ftj^r^be-T^irtei^ 
officer* demaadsedJaoltfiwi" - .... ^ .^ .,: ..7 •• 
-v^5iNot>t)idj|riiii(tot ftftrjBg^*^^^ wilt>(^.yon 

abe 4n/*h*fc^ >p«tti ^rih^ office^ryoii wjJLdfWT^ itj^rrt 
W>4ll^■.44ft^flt•tl5e.'*.' v... -j:---^,- - '. • •; .-.•<. .-c ^n. r--.-^ 

ihti^ ,(W«y ti»e Ldfioppeda;l9gJ» thf^EJace,^;^ bU^ 

sounded hollow." * * .. .^ ? ,;t Cf ■> v -f. . t.;« vp.«r 

v'^JfciA(tft>'if,:ire^.£iidvyf»u|c,rtiiAeBw^ (Kfi?ep^i;.CIi;!??en 

Arohit«dwsVl'&b«ftp^o«l»^^JW»^^ ^'^■^. 
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"Ah! you said Saint Thom6«^'^ *'^" '< *^^' \a5-o:.t f 

they cannot accuse me of cofl^Hnglbr^iftii'^ -* '*^ ^'^' 

. ^^ikfiJiis i^ifeif i!i(9tott 'th€r ari^fle^ cWiieatiriy' ^plfteid 'Ms 
rule, reckoned the distance, then stopped, havin'g^ iEtp^Sir- 
5^iit]^p1*ai^)*d %Ir<i^6Ultttiimj and «t^uck^^#fl^tt|^fiartiic^- 
lar stone. -' ^ ' 
^.*' a?hi»>'W«*'th^^id^titjfel'' Bm^^ ki^^'^hy^^iM €itizen 
^Tlk0&i&r§ ii^hik^m^:^ maikr't%g^J' ' *'-? /^. ' > ^^ -^[ 

"It is here, Citizen General," said the architect^"* 
'f?:ij«t¥oei|kni^'*o/^^Mfeen^amkit€"" ^^ ^^'^^^ ^ • ^^-' 
^vi.:.0^r*d6no«^lea'{fati^tiso f^^ Mtiifett a#Td'»trike 

his thigh with"his^Kl^ljfed^>fiMj at't*?^Ban^te^ 
ing deeply. 

" I am positive," said Giraud ; " and your examination, 
combined with my report, will prove to the Convention 
that I have not been deceived. Yes, Citizen General," 
continued the architect, with emphasis, "this stone 
opens upon a subterranean passage, terminating at the 
register-office, and passing below the cell (5f the Widow 
Capet. Let us raise the stone ; descend with me into 
the vault, and I will convince you that two men, even 
one man, could effect a rescue in a single night, without 
any one suspecting it." 

A murmur of terror and admiration, elicited by the 
architect's words, ran through the group, and faintly 
reached the Citizen Theodore, who seemed turned to 
stone. 

"Look at the danger we run," continued Giraud. 
** Well, now with a grating which I shall place in the 
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middle of this underground passage before it reaches 
the cell of the Widow Capet, I shall save the countxy." 

'' Ah, Citizen Giraud ! '^ said Santerre, ** that is an idea 
bordering on the sublime/' 

** Perdition seize you, addle-pated fool ! *' grumbled the 
patriot, with redoubled fury. 

" Now raise the stone," said the architect to the Citi- 
zen Gracchus, who in addition to 'a lantern carried a 
crowbar. 

Gracchus set to work, and in r. second the stone was 
raised. 

The vault appeared open, with the staircase lost in its 
profundity, while the moist air escaped like a pestilent 
yapor. 

'^ Another abortive attempt," murmured the Citizen 
Theodore. ** Alas I Heaven does not will that she should 
escape^ and her cause must be accursed 1 " 



rein oiThcPeopc on. I _ \ 

/ Through ^-- ^'^ -'^ ,. ^ AX 

To th3 f-ruv>--: ;':•■■■• ■■ • 
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CHAPTEE XXXVIL 

THE OITIZEN ORAOOHUS. 

For an instant the three men remained motionless at the 
entrance to the vault, while the turnkey plunged his lan- 
tern into the opening without being able to penetrate its 
depth. The architect triumphantly exulted over his 
companions from the summit of his genius. 

« Well ! •* said he, at length. 

" Faith ! yes," replied Santerre, " here incontestably is 
the passage. It only remains to know where it leads 
to." 

** Yes, * repeated Eichard, " it remains to know that." 

'Well, then, descend yourself, Citizen Eichard, and 
then you will see if I have told you the truth. '* 

^* 1 have something better to do than go in there," said 
the porter. " We will return with you and the general 
to the Conciergerie. There you can raise the hearth- 
stone, and we shall see." 

"Very well," said Santerre, ** we will return.*^ 

" But we must be careful," said the architect ; '* this 
stone remaining unclosed may suggest an idea to some 
one." 

'' Who the devil do you imagine ever comes here at 
this hour ) " said Santerre. 

•* Besides," said Eichard, " the hall is deserted, and to 
leave Gracchus here is sufficient. Eemain here, Citizen 
Gracchus, and we will return to you from the other side 
of the subterranean nassag^. 
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** All right,'* said Gracchus. 

" Are you armed 1 *' demanded Santerre. 

*' I have my sword and this crowbar, Citizen GeneraL* 

'* Just the thing! keep strict watch; in ten minutes 
we will be with yw*'*. , , 

And having closed the iron gate, the three took their 
departure by the GaJIery d^a Mercieis^ to repair to the 
private entrance of the Conciergerie. 

The tiin^y watched < i^Eoar recBdiag footitjepi^ fOoA 
IbUowod them with his eyes as &r !«; he.eould ^(^lu^ 
Hi^eaed as Ipng a6 he.had aayibii^ to kei^r ; -, then, ^l re- 
lapsed iato faience, ^aad supposing himaelf/in p^i^Soidt 
solitude, he plaeed his la&ter&ou^be grouiid» alktvd(»rn» 
his legs overhanging the depthi^ of the yaolt, and^^egan 
to medy^ais* Turnkeys meditate sometimes ; but people, 
generally ^MMikisg^ da not lisouUe themselves to^ fi»d oitt 
what is the subject of their meditations. 

All. at once^ in iht midst of his profomitd reverjr,- he 
fisit SLlaaad ptem heavily upon hia ahoolder. He. filmed 
round, and Attempted, oa ^^ng si Btran^r, to gtve«t&a 
abrm, but at the same instant the cold pokiof a pistol 
was pcessad te his fbrebead^ 

The- aooenta were arrested in his throaty^ bis armi^ feU 
listlessly by his side^ and his eyes assumed the, xaost 
suppliant' espression. 

** Not^ft word^" aiidiihe introder^ «^ or you are aidead 



"What do you want, sirT* stammered the turnkey*. ^ 
Even m ^dd^ th^e were raomebts when, renbi^eing 

their idea of universal equality,- they ibvgot ta.mddnm 

«a<aiott»r w «CJti»n,'* 1 

fl wisfa,^ ssid itk CitiBoi ^Eii^odom, ^ to be eilowed: ito 

l^.dewti^ there.*' .^ /■• 

"Whatfbrr - ^ A 
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** Never mind.** 

The turnkey regarded the person who had proffered this 
request with the most profound astonishment; hut in 
the mean time his interlocutor fancied he detected in the 
man's look a ray of intelligence. 

He lowered the pistol. 

'* Would you refuse to make your fortune 1 ^' 

^* I don't know. Hitherto no one has ever made me 
proposals on the subject.'* 

" Well, then, I will begin.** 

** You offer to make my fortune I ** 

"Yes.*' 

" What do you mean by a fortune 1 ** 

" Fifty thousand golden francs, for instance. Money is 
scarce^ and fifty thousand francs now are worth a million. 
Well, I offer you that sum.'* 

" To allow you to go down there 1 ** 

" Yes; but on condition that you come with me, and 
afford me your assistance in my undertaking." 

" But what are you going to do ? In five minutes that 
vault will be filled with soldiers, who will arrest you.'* 

The Citizen Theodore was forcibly struck by this 
argument. 

"Cannot you prevent the soldiers from descending 
there 1" 

" I have no means of so doing, I know none, and can- 
not think of any." 

Indeed, it was evident the turnkey was taxing all his 
mental energies to discover some means of winning the 
fifty thousand francs. 

** But," demanded the Citizen Theodore, " could we not 
enter to-morrow *? " 

" Yes ; but to-morrow a grate of iron will be placed 
across the passage^ occupying its whole width ; and for the 
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greater security it is arranged that this partition should 
be entirely solid, and without even a door.*' 

^ Then we must think of something else/' said Theodore. 

** Yes ; we must find some other way/' said the turnkey. 

It will be seen from the joint manner in which Gracchus 
expressed himself, that an alliance had already been 
struck between himself and the Citizen Theodore. 

" That will be my concern," said Theodore. ** What do 
you do at the Conciergerie 1 " 

** I am a turnkey." 

** What are your duties 1 ^' 

" I open the doors and shut them." 

" Do you sleep there 1 " 

"Yes, sir." 

** Do vr ;x take your meals there 1 " 

'* Not always. I have my hours of recreation.** 

"And then 1" 

" I avail myself of them." 

"What to dor' 

**To pay my respects to the mistress of a tavern 
called Noah's Well, who has promised to marry me when 
I am possessed of twelve hundred francs." 

" Where is the tavern Noah's Weill" 

"Near the Rue de la Vieille-Draperie,** 

" Very weU." 

" Hush, sir." 

The patriot listened. 

'*Ahl ah I" said ha 

" Do you hear 1 " 

" Yes. Voices and footsteps." 
• •* They are returning." 

'<You see very well that we should not have had 
time.** 

This ufe was becoming more and more pronounced. 
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*^ That is true. You are a brave fellow, Citizei^ and 
are through me predestined — '' 

"Towhatl^ 

*• To be rich one day.** 

"God grant it! •' 

"You then stUl believe in Godl** 

" Sometimes ; here and there. To-day, for example «- ^ 

•*WeUr' 

** I should willingly believe.*^ 

^* Believe, then/' said the Citizen Theodore, putting 
ten louis into the man's hand. 

^ The devil ! ** said he, regarding the gold by the light 
of the lantern. " Is it, then, serious ) ** 

** It could not be more so.^ 

•'What must I do I** 

** Meet me to-morrow at Noah's Well ; I will then tell 
you what I require of you. • What is your name V 

^ Gracchus.^ 

^ Well, Citizen Gracchus, get yourself dismissed from 
here to-morrow by the keeper Richard." 

** Dismissed ! give up my place ! ^' 

''Do you reckon on remaining a turnkey, with fifly 
thousand francs ) '' 

** No, but being a turnkey and poor, I am certain of not 
being guillotined." 

" Certain r' 

** Or nearly so ; while being free and rich — ^ 

^ You will hide your money, and make love to a spin- 
ster instead of to the mistress of Noah's WelL*' 

« Well, then, it is settled." 

'* To-morrow at the tavern.*' 

** At what hour I" 

''At six in the evening." 

*^Flee quickly; there they are. I tellyou tobequick, 
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because, I presume, you descend and go through the 
vaults." 

** To-morrow," repeated Theodore, hastening away. 

And not before it was time, for the voices and steps 
drew near, and lights were already seen approaching in 
the obscurity of the underground passage. Theodore 
gained the gate which the writer from whom he had 
taken the hut had shown him, opened the lock with his 
crowbar, reached the window, threw it open, dropped 
softly into the street, and foimd himself upon the 
pavement of the Eepublic once again. 

Before quitting the Salle des Pas-Perdus he heard the 
Citizen Gracchus again question Richard, and also his 
reply. 

'^The Citizen Architect was quite right; the vault 
passes below the chamber of the Widow Capet, and it 
was dangerous." 

" I well believe it,** said Gracchus, who in this instance 
told the perfect truth. 

Santerre reappeared at the opening of the staircase. 

^'And the workmen, Citizen Architect!" demanded 
he of Giraud. 

^* Before daybreak they will be here ; and during the 
session the grating will be placed," replied a voice which 
seemed to proceed from the bowels of the earth. 

" And you will have saved the country," cried Santerre, 
half in jest, half in earnest. 

'* You little know the truth of wftat you say, Citizen 
General," murmured Gracchus. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THB BOTAL CHILD. 

In the mean time, as we have seen in the chapter preced- 
ing, the queen's trial was about to take place. 

It was ahready surmised that by the sacrifice of this 
illustrious head the popular hatred, so long displayed in 
murmurs, would at length be satisfied. 

The means were not wanting for the completion of this 
tragedy; and in the mean time Fouquier Tinville, that 
fatal accuser, had resolved not to neglect the new mode 
of accusation which Simon had promised to place in his 
hands. , 

The day after he and Simon had met in the Salle des 
Pas-Perdus^ the noise of arms again startled the prisoners 
who remained in the Temple« 

These prisoners were Madame Elizabeth, Madame 
Royale, and the child who after having been called 
" Your Majesty " in his cradle, was now styled simply the 
« Little Capet." 

General Hanriot, with his tricolored plume, his splen- 
did horse, and long sword, followed by several of the 
National Guard, dismounted, and entered the dungeon 
where the royal child languished. 

By the general's side walked a registrar of very unpre- 
possessing appearance, carrying a writing-desk^ a large 
roll of paper, and flourishing a pen of immoderate 
length. 
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Behind the scribe walked the public accuser. We 
have seen, we know, and shall meet again at a later 
period, this dry, jaundiced, cold man, with his bloodshot 
eyes, who made the ferocious Santerre himseK tremble, 
even when cased in his armor. 

Several National Guards and a lieutenant followed 
them. 

Simon, smiling hypocritically, and holding his bear- 
skin bonnet in one hand and his shoemaker's stirrup in 
the other, walked before to show the committee the 
way. 

They came to a very dirty chamber, spacious and ill- 
furnished, at the end of which, seated upon his bed, was 
the young Louis, in a state of perfect immobility. 

When we saw the poor child fleeing from the brutal 
anger of Simon, he still retained a species of vitality, 
resenting the unworthy treatment of the shoemaker of 
the Temple. He fled, he wept, he prayed ; then he feared 
and suffered, but still he hoped. 

But now both fear and hope had vanished ; with- 
out doubt the suffering still existed, but if it still re- 
mained, the infant martyr, whom they had made pay 
after so cruel a fashion for his parents' faults, buried 
it in the depths of his heart, and veiled it under an 
appearance of total insensibility. He did not even raise 
his head when the commissioners walked up to him. 

Without further ceremony they instantly installed 
themselves. The public accuser seated himself at the 
head of the bed, Simon at the foot, the registrar near 
the window, the National Guard and their lieutenant on 
the side and rather in the shade. 

Those among them who regarded the little prisoner 
with the slightest interest, or even curiosity, remarked 
the child's pallor, his extraordinary stoutness (resulting 
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from his bloated condition), and his bent legs, the joints 
of which had already begun to swelL 

" That child is very ill/' said the lieutenant, with an 
assurance that caused Fouquier to turn round, though 
already seated and prepared to question his victim. 

Little Capet raised his eyes to discover who had uttered 
these words, and recognized the same young man who 
had already once before saved him from Simon's cruelty 
in the court of the Temple. A sweet and intelligent 
glance shot from his deep blue eyes, and that was all. 

''Ah, ah! is that you, Citizen Lorin?" said Simon^ 
thus calling the attention of Fouquier Tinville to the 
friend of Maurice. 

''Myself, Citizen Simon," said Lorin, with his usual 
nonchalance. 

And as Lorin though always ready to face danger was 
not the man to seek it uselessly, he availed himself of 
this circumstance to bow to Fouquier Tinville, which 
salutation was politely returned. 

" You observed, I think. Citizen," said the public ac^ 
cuser, " that the child was ill ; are you a doctor 1 ** 

"I have studied medicine, at least, if I am not a 
medical man." 

" Well, and what do you discover in him ? " 

" Symptoms of sickness, do you mean 1 '' asked Lorin. 

"Yes." 

" I find his cheeks and eyes puffed up, his hands thin 
and white, his knees swollen ; and were I to feel his 
pulse, I should certainly count eighty-five or ninety pul- 
sations in a minute." 

The child appeared insensible to the enumeration of 
his sufferings. 

^ And to what might science attribute the condition of 
the prisoner 1 " 
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Lorin rubbed the tip of his nose, munxLuring« -^ 

*' PhylliB wants to make me speak, 
I am not the least inclined. 

" Faith, Citizen I " replied he, " I am not sufficiently 
acquainted with little Capet's constitution to reply- 
However — ** 

Simon lent an attentive ear, and laughed in his sleeve 
to find his enemy so near committing himself. 

"However," said Lorin, "I think he does not have 
sufficient exercise." 

"I believe the little scoundrel," said Simon, *^does 
not choose to walk." 

The child remained quite immoved by this apostrophe 
of the shoemaker. 

Fouquier Tinville arose, advanced lo Lorin, and 
addressed some words to him in a low tone. No one 
heard the words, but it was evident they assumed the 
form of interrogatories. 

•* Oh, oh ! do you believe that. Citizen 1 It is a serious 
charge for a mother — " 

" Under any circumstances, we shall find out. Simon 
pretends he has heard him say so, and has engaged to 
make him acknowledge it." 

" This would be frightful," said Lorin ; " but indeed 
it is possible ; the Austrian is not exempt from sin, and 
right or wrong, does not concern me — They have 
made her out a Messalina; but not content with that, 
they wish to make her an Agrippina. I must acknowledge 
it appears to me rather hard." 

"This is what has been reported by Simon," said the 
impassible Fouquier. 

" I do not doubt that Simon has said all this. There 
are some men who stick at nothing, even the most impos- 
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Bible accusations. But do you not find/' said Lorin, fix- 
ing his eyes steadily on Fouquier, — " do you not find — 
you, an intelligent and upright man, possessed with a 
strong naind — that to inquire of a child concerning such 
circumstances as those which all the most natural and 
most sacred laws of Nature command us to respect, is to 
insult all human nature in the person of a child ? ** 

The accuser did not frown^ but took a note from his 
pocket and showed it to Lorin. 

" The Convention enjoins me to investigate,*' said he ; 
'' the rest does not concern me. I shall investigate." 

" It is just," said Lorin ; " and I declare that if this 
child acknowledges — " And the young man shook his 
head, expressive of disgust. 

"Besides," continued Fouquier, **it is not only upon 
the denunciation of Simon that we proceed ; the accusa- 
tion is public." 

And Fouquier drew a second paper from his pocket. 

This was a number of the paper entitled '^ Le Pere 
Duchesne;" which, as is well known, was written by 
Hubert. 

The accusation indeed appeared there in fuH 

" It is written, and even printed," said Lorin ; '* but 
till I hear a similar accusation proceed from the lips of 
the child, — mind, I mean voluntarily, freely, and without 
menaces, — notwithstanding Simon and Hubert, I shall 
disbelieve it, as much as you in reality do yourself." 

Simon impatiently awaited the issue of this conversation. 

The miserable creature was not unaware of the power 
exercised upon an intelligent man by the looks which he 
receives from the crowd, expressive either of sympathy or 
subtle hatred. Sometimes this subtle influence repels, 
sometimes it attracts, makes the thought flow out and 
even draws the person of the man toward that other 
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man of equal or superior mental calibre whom be recog- 
nizes in tbe crowd. 

But Fouquier Tinyille bad felt tbe keen observation of 
Lorin, and was anxious to be fully understood by him. 

''Tbe examination is about to commence/' said tbe 
public accuser. " Kegistrai*, resume your pen ! " 

The registrar, who bad just drawn out the prelimina- 
ries of tbe investigation, was waiting, like Hanriot, Simon, 
and all tbe rest, till the colloquy between Fouquier and 
Lorin bad ceased. 

Tbe child alone appeared perfectly unconscious of the 
scene in which he was soon to become the principal actor, 
and his face, which had for an instant gleamed with 
a ray of the highest intelligence, bad relapsed into its 
listless, apathetic expression. 

" Silence ! *' cried Hanriot, " the Citizen Fouquier Tin- 
ville is going to interrogate the child." 

" Capet," said the public accuser, " do you know what 
has become of your mother 1 " 

Tbe little Louis turned from an ashy paleness to a 
brilliant red, but made no reply. 

" Did you bear me, Capet ? " 

He still remained silent. 

" Ob, be bears well enough," said Simon, " only be is 
like the ape, be will not reply for fear he should be taken 
for a man, and so made to work.'' 

" Reply, Capet ! '* said Hanriot ; " it is the Commission 
of the Convention that interrogates you. You must show 
obedience to tbe laws." 

The child turned pale, but did not reply. 

Simon made a frantic gesture of rage. With natures 
80 stupid and brutal as his, anger becomes an intoxi- 
cation, attended with all tbe loathsome symptoms of 
alcoholic inebriety. 
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''Win you reply, wolfs cubV showing him the strap. 

*'Be quiet, Simon," said Fouquier Tinville ; *'you have 
not the right to speak." 

This expression, which had become habitual to Tin- 
yille at the Revolutionary Tribunal, now escaped him 
involuntarily. 

^^Do you hear, Simon 1" said Lorin. ''This is the 
second time you have been told this in my presence ; the 
first was when you accused Tison's daughter, whom you 
had the pleasure of bringing to the scaffold." 

Simon was silent. 

** Does your mother love you, Capet 1 " asked Fouquier. 

Still the same silence. 

" They say not," continued the accuser. 

Something like a ghastly smile passed over the child's 
pale lips. 

'' But then, I say/' roared Simon, '' he has told me she 
loves him too much ! " 

" Look here, Simon," said Lorin, " you are angry that 
the little Capet chatters so much when you are together, 
and remains silent before company to-day." 

" Oh, if we were alone ! " said Simon. 

" Yes, if you were alone ; but unfortunately you are 
not alone. Oh, if you were, brave Simon, excellent 
patriot ! how you would belabor the poor child, eh 1 But 
you are not alone, and dare not show your rage before 
honest men like us who know that the ancients, whom 
we endeavor to take for our models, respected all who 
were weak. You dare not, for you are not alone ; and you 
are not valiant, my worthy man, when you have children 
of five feet six inches to combat." 

'^ Oh ! " muttered Simon, grinding his teeth. 

*' Capet," said Fouquier, ** have you ccmfided any secrets 
to Simon!" 
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The child never turned round, but his face assumed an 
expression of irony impossible to describe. 

" About your mother 1 " continued Fouquier. 

A look of supreme contempt passed over his 
countenance. 

" Reply, yes or no ! " cried Hanriot. 

" Say yes ! " roared Simon, holding his leather stirrup 
over the child's head. 

The child shuddered, but made no movement to avoid 
the blow. Those present uttered a cry expressive of their 
disgust Lorin did more. Before the wretch could 
lower his «rm he darted forward and seized him by the 
wrist. 

"Will you let me gol" roared Simon, purple with 
rage. 

"Come, there is no harm," said Fouquier, "in a 
mother loving her child. Tell us in what way your 
mother loved you, Capet. It may be useful to her." 

The young prisoner started at the idea of being useful 
to his mother. 

" She loves me as a mother loves her son, sir/' said 
he ; " there are not two ways for mothers to love their 
sons, or sons to love their mothers." 

" And I, little serpent, declare that you have told me 
your mother — " 

" You have dreamed that," interrupted Lorin, quietly, 
" you must often have the nightmare, Simon." 

" Lorin ! Lorin ! " growled Simon, grinding his teeth. 

" Yes, again, Lorin. There is no way of beating Lorin, 
since he chastises the wicked; there is no way to de- 
nounce him for what he did in arresting your arm, as it 
was done before General Hanriot and Fouquier Tinville, 
who approve of it, and they are not lukewarm in the 
cause. There is then no way to bring him to the gull- 
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lotine, 88 jou did poor H^loise Tisos. It is very griev- 
ous, very yexatioosi very enraging ; still it is so, my poor 
Simon I ** 

''Later! later!'* replied the shoemaker, with his 
mocking laugh. 

" Yes, dear friend,*' said Lorin, " I hope with the help 
of the Supreme Being — Ah ! you expected I was 
going to say with the help of Grod 1 But I hope with 
the assistance of the Supreme Being, and my good sword, 
to disembowel you first; but move aside, Simon, you 
prevent me from seeing." 

"Rascal!" 

" Be silent, you prevent me from hearing,*' and Lorin 
silenced him with a threatening look. 

Simon clinched his black hands and shook his fists, 
but as Lorin had told him, he was obliged to confine 
himself to these manifestations. 

" Now he has begun to speak," said Hanrioti " he will 
continue no doubt. Go on, Fouquier ! " 

" Will you reply now 1 " demanded Fouquier. 

The child returned to his former silence. 

" You see, Citizen I you see ! " exclaimed Simon. 

" The obstinacy of this child is strange," said Hanriot, 
troubled in spite of himself at this royal firmness. 

" He is ill advised," said Lorin. 

" By whom 1 " demanded Hanriot. 

" By his guardian." 

"Do you accuse mel'* cried Simon, — "do yon de- 
nounce me 1 Ah ! that is ctwious — " 

" Let us try gentleness," said Fouquier. Then turning 
toward the child, whom one would have supposed to be 
insensible, — 

" My child," said he, " reply to the National Commis- 
sion ; do not aggravate your situation by refusing us any 
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useful information. Tou have spoken to the Citizen 
Simon ahout your mother, — how you caress her and love 
her ; how she caresses and loves you ? ^ 

Louis threw a glance around the assembly, which 
gleamed with hatred when it rested on Simon, but he did 
not reply. 

"Do you feel yourself unhappy?" demanded the 
accuser ; " are you uncomfortably lodged, badly fed, and 
unkindly treated 1 Would you wish more liberty, better 
food, another prison, another guardian ) Would you like 
a horse to ride upon, and some companions of your own 
agel" 

Louis still maintained the profound silence he had only 
once broken, to defend his mother. 

The Commission was utterly confounded at so much 
firmness and intelligence evinced by a child. 

"Ah, these kings!" said Hanriot, in a low voice, 
"what a race! They are like tigers; even the young 
ones inherit their wickedness." 

"How are we to write the investigation 1 " asked the 
registrar, much embarrassed. 

" There is no charge against Simon ; there is nothing 
to write," said Lorin ; " that will suit him exactly." 

Simon again shook his fist at his implacable enemy. 

Lorin began to laugh. 

" You will not laugh like that the day you will sneeze 
in the sack," said Simon, drunk with fury. 

"I do not know whether I shall precede or follow 
you in the little ceremony you menace me with," said 
Lorin ; " but this I do know, that many will laugh when 
your turn comes. Gods ! — I have spoken in the plural, 
— gods I you will not be ugly then, Simon ; you will be 
hideous." 
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And Lorin retired behind the Commission, with a fresh 
burst of laughter. 

The Commission, having nothing more to attend to, 
withdrew. 

As for the poor child, released from his tormentors, he 
began to sing a little melancholy ditty which had been a 
great favorite of his &thei; 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE BOUQUET OF VIOLETd. 

As might be foreseen, the felicity of Genevifeve and 
Maurice was not of long continuance. 

In the tempest which unchains the wind and hurls the 
thunderbolt, the nest of the doves is shaken in the ti*ee 
where they had retired for shelter. 

Genevieve passed from one terror to another. She no 
longer feared for Maison-Eouge, she now trembled for 
Maurice. 

She knew her husband sufficiently well to feel con- 
vinced, the moment of his disappearance, that he was 
saved ; but sure of his safety, she thought now of her 
own. 

She dared not confide her grief to the least timid man 
of this epoch when all from desperation were devoid of 
fear, but it was plainly evinced by her red eyes and 
pallid cheeks. 

One day Maurice softly entered, so quietly indeed 
that Genevieve, buried in a profound revery, did not 
notice his entrance. He stopped upon the threshold 
and saw Genevifeve sitting immovable, her eyes fixed on 
vacancy, her hands lying listlessly on her lap, her head 
hanging pensively upon her bosom. 

He gazed at her for a moment with an expression 
of deepest sadness, for all that was passing in the young 
girl's heart was suddenly revealed, as if he had read even 
to her latest thought. He stepped up to her. 
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" You have ceased to care for France, Genevifeve ; con- 
fess it is so. You fly from the air breathed here^ and not 
without the greatest reluctance will you even approach 
the window/* 

" Alas 1 ** said Genevieve, " I know I cannot conceal my 
thoughts from you, Maurice ; you hate divined rightly." 

'*It is nevertheless a fine country,'^ said tlie young 
man; '^life is here important, and well occupied now. 
This bustling activity of the Tribune, the clubs, the con- 
spiracies, renders sweeter the hours spent by our own 
fireside. One loves it the more ardently, it may be, from 
the fear of not being able to love it on the morrow, for 
on the morrow one may have ceased to exist." 

Genevifeve shook her head. ** An ungrateful country 
to serve," said she. 

**Whysor' 

" Yes ; you who have labored so much for the cause of 
liberty, are you not to-day more than half suspected 1 " 

" But you, dear Genevifeve," said Maurice, with a look 
replete with tenderness, " you a sworn enemy to this lib- 
erty, —you who have done so much against it ! You yet 
sleep, peaceable and inviolate, beneath the roof of a 
Eepublican ; and there, you see, is my recompense." 

"Yes," said Genevieve, ** but that cannot last long; 
that which is wrong cannot endure." 

" What do you mean 1 " 

'^ I mean to say that I, -» that is to say an aristocrat, 
— that I who dream quietly of the defeat of your party 
and the ruin of your plans ; I who plot, even in your 
house, the return of the ancient regime ; I who, recognized, 
would condemn you to death and dishonor, according to 
your opinions at least, — I, Maurice, will not remain here 
as the evil genius of your house ; I will not drag you to 
the scaffold." 
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" And where will you go, Genevifeve 1 " 

** Where shall I go, Maurice I One day when you are 
out I shaU go and denounce myself without saying where 
I come from." 

" Oh I " cried Maurice, wounded to the heart's core, 
" already ungrateful ] " 

•*No,*' cried the young woman, throwing her arms 
round Maurice's neck ; '^ it is love^ and the most devoted 
love, I swear. I should not wish my brother to be taken 
and slaughtered as a rebel ; I do not wish my lover to be 
arrested and guillotined as a traitor." 

"And you will do this, Genevieve ?" 

" As truly as there is a God in heaven," replied the 
young woman ; " besides, I not only experience fear but 
remorse," and she bowed her head as if remorse were a 
burden too heavy to be borne. 

** Oh, Genevieve ! " said Maurice. 

*' You will understand all that I say, all that I feel, 
Maurice, for you yourself experience this remorse. You 
know I gave myself to you while I belonged to another, 
and you have taken me without my possessing the right 
to dispose of myself." 

" Enough 1 " said Maurice, " enough I ** He knit his 
brow, and a melancholy resolution shone in his clear bright 
eyes. " I will show you, Genevieve, how entirely I love 
you," said the young man, ** I will prove to you that no 
sacrifice is beyond my love* You hate France. Well, 
80 be it. We will quit France.^ 

Genevieve clasped her hands, and regarded her lover 
with enthusiastic admiration. 

** You will not deceive me, Maurice," murmured she. 

" Have I ever deceived you 1 ** asked Maurice, ** and is 
this the time when, to obtain you, I have dishonored 
myself 1" 
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Gkneyieve approached her lips to Maurice's, and re- 
mained hanging on the neck of her lover. 

" Yes, you are right,*' said Genevieve ; *' it is I who am 
mistaken. What I feel is not remorse, perhaps it is 
a degradation of soul ; but you will comprehend at least 
I love you far too much to feel any other emotion than • 
the all-engrossing one, the fear of losing you. Let us go 
far away, Maurice, let us go far away where no one can 
ever reach us." 

" Oh, thanks ! " said Maurice, transported with joy. 

** But how can we flee ? '* said Genevieve, trembling at 
the hazard. '' It is not so easy to escape nowadays from 
the poniard of the assassins of the 2d of September, or 
the hatchet of the executioners of the 2l8t of January.^ 

"Genevieve," said Maurice, **God will protect us. ■ 
Listen to me! A good action which I endeavored to 
perform, on that very 2d of September which you have 
just named, is now about to receive its reward. I 
wished to save a poor priest who had studied with me. 
I went to Danton, and at his request the Committee of 
Public Safety signed a passport for the unfortunate man 
and his sister. This passport Danton forwarded to me ; 
but the unfortunate priest, instead of coming to my house 
for it, as I had advised him to do, went and shut him- 
self up with the Carmelites, from whom he was taken 
and killed." 

" And the passport 1'* asked Genevieve. 

" I have it now. It is worth a million. It is worth 
more than that, Genevieve, — it comprises both life and 
happiness ! " 

" Oh, Grod be praised ! " cried the young woman. 

** Now, my property, as you are aware, consists of an 
estate managed by an old servant of the family, a stanch 
patriot, and strictly loyal, in whom we may confide. He 
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will send remittances whenever I wiah. On arriving at 
Boulogne, we will go to his house.'' 

*' Where does he reside then ? '^ 

'* At Abbeville." 

** When shall we go, Maurioe 1 ** 

•* Within an hour." 

** No one need know of our departure." 

** No one will know it. I will run to Lorin ; he has a 
cabriolet and no horse, while I have a horse and no car- 
riage. We will set out immediately on mj return. Re* 
main you here, Genevieve, and prepare everything for 
our departure. We want but little luggage; we can 
purchase all that we require in England. I shall give 
Scasvola some commission that will remove him out of the 
way. Loriu will explain our departure to him this even- 
ing. By that time we shall be far away." 

*' But if we should be arrested upon the road 1 " 

** Have we not our passport ? We shall go to Hubert's 
house, — that is the steward's name. Hubert is a member 
of the town council of Abbeville ; from Abbeville to Bou- 
logne he will accompany us as safeguard. At Boulogne 
we will purchase and fi^Bight a vessel. I could, besides, 
proceed to the Committee, and make them give me a 
mission to Abbeville. But no; we shall use no fraud, 
Genevieve. It is better to risk our lives to save and 
secure our happiness." 

** Yes, yes, dear Maurice ; and we shall succeed. But 
how you are perfumed this morning ! " said the young 
woman, concealing her face on Maurice's breast. 

" True ; I purchased a bunch of violets for you this 
morning, passing before the Palace d' Egalit^ ; but on my 
return, finding you so sad, I thought of nothing but in- 
quiring into the cause of your distress." 

**0b, give it to me ; I will return it." 
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Genevieve inhaled the odor of the bouquet with that 
intense delight which persons of nervous organization 
always experience from the perfume of flowers. Suddenly 
her eyes suffused with tears. 

" What is the matter 1 ** asked Maurice. 

"Poor Hfloise !** murmured Genevieve. 

^'Ah, yesl" said Maurice, with a sigh; '^but let us 
think of ourselves, and leave the dead, wherever they may 
l»o, to rest in the grave dug by their devotion. Adieu I 
i am going." 

** Return quickly." 

" In less than half an hour I shall be here again." 

" But if Lorin is not at home ? " 

" What does it matter 1 his servant knows me. And 
even in his absence I can take what I pleasCt as he would 
do here in mine." 

" Very weU." 

*'Now, my Genevieve, prepare everything; but, as I 
have told you, confine yourself to necessaries. I do not 
wish our departure to appear like a removal." 

The young man advanced a step toward the door. 

** Maurice I " said Genevieve. 

He turned roimd, and saw the young woman extend 
her arms toward him. 

" Good-by for the present, dear love," said he ; " in 
half an hour I shall be here." 

Genevieve remained alone, occupied, as we have said, in 
preparations for their departure. 

She accomplished her task in feverish haste. As long 
as she remained in Paris, the part she was acting appeared 
to her doubly culpable. Once out of France, once among 
strangers, it seemed that her crime — a crime rather of 
fatality than her own — would weigh the less heavily on 
her conscience. 
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She even hoped, isolated and m Bolitude, she might 
at last forget the existence of any other man than 
Maurice. 

They would fly to England ; everything was arranged. 
There they would hire a little cottage^ standing alone, 
very retired, shut out from all eyes; they would 
change their names, and instead of two names would 
have one. 

There they would have two servants who would be 
perfectly ignorant of their past. Fortunately, both Gene- 
vieve and Maurice spoke English. 

Neither of them left anytbing to regret in France, save 
that mother whom one always regrets, even when she is 
only a step-mother, — one's country. Genevifeve com- 
menced, then, making preparations for their voyage, or 
rather flight. 

She took singular pleasure in selecting from the rest 
those objects for which Maurice had evinced any predilec- 
tion. The coat setting off his tall figure to advantage, 
the cravat and waistcoat best suited to his complexion, 
the books whose leaves he had most frequently turned. 

She had already made her selection. Clothes, linen, and 
books, waiting to be packed, strewed the floor, the chairs^ 
the sofa and the piano. 

Suddenly she heard the key turn in the lock* 

« Why, Scaevola has returned," said she ; " surely Mau- 
rice could not have met him." 

And she continued her occupation. 

The doors of the salon were open, and she heard Scse- 
▼ola moving in the antechamber. She held a roll of music 
in her hand, and was looking for some string to tie round 
it. 

" ScsBvola I " cried she. 

An approaching step sounded in the acyoining room. 
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" Sosevola ! " repeated Genevieve, " do come here, 
please ! " 

" I am here," said a voice. 

At the sound of this voice Genevifeve turned quickly 
round, and uttered a terrified cry. 

" My husband ! '* cried she. 

** Himself," said Dixmer, coolly. 

Genevieve was upon a chair, searching for some string 
in the wardrobe. She felt her head turn round, and ex- 
tending her arms, fell backward, wishing she could pre- 
cipitate herself into an abyss beneath. 

Dixmer took her in his arms, and carried her to a 
sofa. 

"What is the matter, my dear? What is iti My 
presence seems to have produced a most disagreeable 
effect upon you." 

"I am dying," murmured Genevieve, turning from 
him, and pressing both hands over her eyes that she 
might shut out the frightful apparition. 

"What!" said Dixmer, "did you believe me dead, 
my dear, and do you take me for a ghost ? " 

Genevieve looked round her with a bewildered air, 
when, perceiving the portrait of Maurice, she glided from 
the sofa and fell upon her knees, as if to implore the 
assistance of this powerless and insensible image, which 
still continued to smile. 

The unhappy woman fully comprehended the menaces 
concealed by Dixmer under his affected calmness. 

"Oh, my dear child," continued the master-tanner, 
"it is indeed myself. Pei'haps you thought I was far 
from Paris; but no, I remained here. The day after I 
had left the house, I returned, and found in its stead a 
heap of ruins. I inquired after you. No one had seen 
you. I then commenced a search for you, and have had 
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mucli trouble to find you. I avow that I did not think 
you were here; however, I had my suspicions. So, 
as you see, I came. So here I am; and there are 
you. And how is dear Maurice 1 Indeed, I fear you 
have suffered much. Tou so stanch a Boyalist, com- 
pelled to seek shelter under the roof of so fanatical a 
Republican." 

" My God ! my Grod ! ** murmured Genevieve, " take 
pity upon me 1 " 

" After all, my dear," continued Dixmer, " what serves 
to console me most is that you are so comfortably lodged 
here, and that you do not appear to have suffered much 
from the proscription. As for myself, since the burning 
of our house, and the ruin of our fortune, I have had my 
share of wandering adventures, sometimes living in caves, 
sometimes in boats, and sometimes even in the common 
sewers which empty into the Seine." 

" Sir ! " said Genevieve. 

^'Tou have there some beautiful fruit; as for me, I 
bave often gone without any dessert, not having had any 
dinner." 

' Genevieve, sobbing bitterly, supported her head be- 
tween her hands. 

**lfot," continued Dixmer, "that I was destitute of 
money. I have, thank God ! generally carried with me 
thirty thousand francs in gold, which at this time is 
worth five hundred thousand francs ; but how should a 
* collier,' a ' fisherman,' or a ' rag merchant ' draw louis 
from his pocket to purchase a morsel of cheese or a sau- 
sage. Eh ! my God ! yes, Madame, I have successively 
adopted these three costumes. To-day, the better to 
disguise myself, I am dressed as a patriot of the patriots ; 
I lisp, and I swear. An outlaw cannot conceal himself 
so easily in Paris as a young and pretty woman, and I 
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have not the happiness of knowing an ardent young 
female Republican who could hide me from every 
eye." 

** Sir ! sir ! *' cried Genevieve, " have mercy upon me I 
you see that I am dying." 
. ^ Anxiety ; I can understand you have had much 
anxiety about me ; but console yourself, you see me now. 
I have returned, and we shall part no more, Madame." 

^* Oh, you will kill me ! " cried Genevieve. 

Dixmer regarded her with a frightful smile. 

^^ Kill an innocent woman ! Oil, Madame, what makes 
you say so ? It must be that grief for my absence has 
turned your brain." 

" Sir ! " cried Genevieve, ^* sir, I beseech you to kill me 
at once, rather than torture me with these cruel rail- 
leries. No, I am not innocent ; yes, I am criminal ; yes, 
I merit death. Kill me, sir, kill me I — " 

" Then you acknowledge that you merit death 1 " 

"Yes! yes!^' 

"And to expiate this I know not what crime of which 
you accuse yourself, you will submit to death without 
complaint 1" 

" Strike, sir, I will not utter a cry ; and instead of 
cursing I will bless the hand that strikes me." 

" No, Madame, I do not wish to strike you ; neverthe- 
less in all probability you will die. Only your death, in- 
stead of being as you seem to fear an ignominious one, 
shall be most glorious. Thank me, Madame ; while pun- 
ishing, I will immortalize you." 

"What then will you do, sir 1 " 

" You will follow the end to which we were tending 
when interrupted on our route. In your own eyes and in 
mine, you will die guilty ; in the eyes of the world you 
will die a martyr." 



Digitized 



by Google 



382 LE CHEVALIER DE MAISON-BOUGE. 

^^ Oh, my God ! you will drive me mad by speaking thus. 
Where are you conducting me 1 Where are you dragging 
mel" 

" In all probability to death.** 

" Let me then offer up one prayer.'* 

"To whom r' 

" It matters not to you. The moment you deprive me 
of life, mj debt is cancelled. My debt paid, I owe you 
nothing." 

** True,*' said Dixmer, retiring into another room ; " I 
will await you." *And he left her once more alone. 

Genevieve sank on her knees before the portrait, press- 
ing her hands against her breaking heart. 

" Maurice," said she, in a low tone, " pardon me ; I 
did not expect to be happy, but I hoped to make you so. 
Maurice, I am depriving you of a joy that constituted 
your life ; pardon me for causing your death, my best 
beloved." 

Then severing a ringlet from her mass of curls, she 
bound it round the bouquet of violets, and placed them 
beneath the portrait, which insensible, and speechless as 
it was, still appeared to assume an expression of grief at 
her departure. 

At least so it appeared to the unfortunate Genevieve, 
as she gazed at it through her tears. 

" Well, are you ready, Madame 1 " demanded Dixmer. 

** So soon 1 " murmured Genevieve. 

"Oh, take your time, Madame," replied Dixmer; "I 
am in no hurry. Besides, I dare say Maurice will not be 
long, and I shall be delighted to thank him for all his 
kindness and hospitality toward you." 

Genevieve trembled with terror at the idea of a meet- 
ing between her lover and husband. She automatically 
raised herself 
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^^It is finished; sir," said she, ^'and J am ready 
now." 

Dixmer went out first, and the trembling Genevieve 
followed him with half-closed eyes, her head turned back 
to take a last fond look. They ascended the carriage 
which was waiting at the door. It rolled away. 

As Genevieve had said, '^ It was finished." 
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CHAPTER XL. 

THB TAYBRN OF NOAH'S WELL. 

This man attired in a jerkin, whom we have seen tra- 
versing with long and rapid strides the Salle des Pas-Per- 
dus ; whom we have heard, during the expedition of the 
architect Giraud, General Hanriot, and Richard, convers- 
ing with the turnkey left to guard the subterranean pas- 
sage ; this fierce patriot, who had introduced himself to 
Simon as having carried the head of the Princess de 
Lamballe, — found himself, on the next evening, about 
seven o'clock, at the tavern of Noah's Well, situated, as 
we have said, at the comer of the Rue de la VieiUe 
Draperie. 

He was seated at the end of a dirty room, redolent of 
tobacco and candles, pretending to devour a plate of fish 
swimming in melted butter. 

The room where he supped was nearly deserted ; two 
or three habitues of the house alone remained after the 
rest, enjoying the privilege to which their daily visit to 
the establishment entitled them. 

The tables were for the most part empty; but we 
ought to remark, in honor to the tavern of Noah's Well, 
that the stained tablecloths denoted the departure of a 
satisfactory number of satisfied guests. ' 

The last three successively disappeared, and at about a 
quarter to eight our patriot found himself alone. Then, 
with true aristocratic disgust, he pushed away the greasy 
plate, which an instant before he had appeared to think 
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SO delicious, and drew from his pocket a tablet of Spanish 
chocolate, which he ate slowly and with a very different 
expression to that we have seen him endeavor to give to 
his countenance. 

From time to time, while eating his chocolate and 
black bread, he cast toward a glass door, shaded by a 
red and white checked curtain, anxious and impatient 
glances. Sometimes he interrupted his frugal repast to 
listen; in short, evinced an absence of mind sufficient 
to induce the mistress of the mansion — seated at 
her counter, and near the door on which the patriot 
so eagerly fixed his eyes — to conclude that she 
might without vanity consider herself the object of his 
preoccupation. 

At length the door-bell sounded in a way that mad® 
him start ; lie drew the plate again before him, and with- 
out attracting the woman's observation, threw half the 
contents to a famished-looking dog, and the remainder to 
a cat, who treated the dog to some stinging strokes of 
her velvet paws. 

The door opened, and a man entered, dressed almost 
the same as the patriot, with the exception of the hairy 
cap, which he had replaced with the red bonnet. An 
enormous bunch of keys hung from his girdle, from which 
also depended a sword. 

" My soup ! my half-pint ! " cried the man, entering 
the public room without removing his bonnet, but merely 
saluting the mistress of the house by a slight inclination 
of his head. With a sigh of fatigue, he seated himself at 
a table adjoining that where our patriot was discussing 
his black bread and chocolate. 

The mistress of the tavern, in consequence of the 
deference she entertained for the new-comer, rose herself 
to order the requisite viands. 

25 
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The two men turned their backs to each other^ — one 
to look into the street, the other toward the end of the 
room, — not a word was exchanged between them till the 
mistress of the tavern had disappeared. 

When the door had closed behind her, by the light 
from a single candle, suspended from the end of an iro7i 
wire so as to divide the light equally between the twc 
guests, the man in the bear-skin bonnet — thanks to the 
glass placed before him — at length saw that the room 
was deserted. 

^^Good-evening," said he to his companion, without 
turning round. 

'* Good-evening, sir ! " said the new-comer. 

" Well," asked the patriot, with the same affected in- 
difference, " where are we now 1 " 

"Well! it is done!" 

"What is doner' 

"As we agreed, I have had some conversation with 
Father Richard about the situation. I complained of 
swimming in the head, dimness of eyesight; — in short, of 
general ill-health.*' 

"What then?" 

" Father Richard called his wife, and she rubbed my 
temples with vinegar, and that revived me. Then, as we 
had arranged between us, I said that want of fresh air 
produced this swimming in the head, that I was of too 
full a habit, and that the duty at the Conciergerie, which 
contains at the present moment four hundred prisonertB, 
was killing me." 

** What did they say to that ! " 

" Richard's wife pitied me, but he showed me to the 
door.** V 

** It was not enough to show you to the door.** 

" But wait ! Then his wife, who is a good soul, le- 
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proached bim with having no heart, seeing that I was 
the father of a family." 

" What did he say to that V* 

"He said that she was right ; but that the very first 
condition annexed to the situation of turnkey was to 
remain within the prison to which he was attached ; that 
the Republic did not jest, but would without ceremony 
cut the throats of those who grew dizzy in the exercise of 
their duty." 

" The devil 1 *' exclaimed the patriot. 

" And he was not far wrong either ; for since the Aus- 
trian has been there, it is a perfect hell of surveillance. 
One would act the spy there upon his own father." The 
patriot here gave his plate to the dog to lick, who was 
directly bitten by the cat. 

" Go on r* said he, without turning round. 

" At last, sir, I began to groan, and to say that I felt 
very ill ; asked concerning the infirmary, and said I was 
certain my children, would die '^ hunger if my pay was 
stopped." 

"And Father Richard 1" 

" The Father Richard replied that turnkeys had no 
business with children." 

" But you had his wife on your side, I suppose ? " 

" Fortunately ! She made a great to-do with her hus- 
band, reproached him with possessing a bad and hard 
heart, and Richard finished by saying to me, — 

" * Well ! Citizen Gracchus, speak to some one of your 
friends who will advance you something on your wages, 
present him to me, and I promise to accept him as your 
substitute.' Upon which I left him, saying, — 

"*Very good. Father Richard, I will directly seek 
one.' " 

" And you have found one, my brave fellow.^ 
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At this moment the mistress of the establishment 
entered, bringing the Citizen Gracchus his soup and 
half-pint. 

This did not suit either the patriot or Gracchus, who 
evidently had still some communications to make to each 
other. 

"Madame," said the turnkey, "I have received a 
slight remuneration from Father Richard to-day, which 
will permit me to treat myself to some better fare. So 
bring me a pork cutlet with cucumbers and a bottle of 
Burgundy wine ; send your servant to fetch the one from 
the pork-butcher's, and bring me the other yourself fresh 
from the cellar." 

The hostess immediately went to execute his orders. 

"Well," said the patriot, "you are an intelligent 
fellow." 

"So far intelligent that I do not hide from myself 
what, notwithstanding all your fine promises, will be the 
end of us both. Do you suspect what it may be t" 

" Yes, perfectly." 

" We both stake our necks." 

"Do not be uneasy about mine." 

" It is not yours, sir, I must confess, that causes me 
the greatest uneasiness." 

" It is your own 1 " 

"Yes." 

" But what if I estimate it at double its worth t ** 

"Ah, sir, there is nothing more precious than one's 
neck!" 

" Not yours." 

"Why not mine 1" 

" At this moment at least.** 

" What do you mean by that 1 " 

'^ I mean to say your neck is not worth a cent, seeing 
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that if I, for example, were an agent of the Committee 
of Public Safety, you would be guillotined to-morrow." 

The turnkey suddenly turned round so abruptly that 
the dog barked at him. 

He was as pale as death. 

^ Neither turn round nor turn pale about it/' said the 
patriot, t*but finish your soup quietly. I am not an 
agent, friend. Let me once enter the Conciergerie, in- 
stall me in your situation, give me the keys, and to- 
morrow I will count out to you fifty thousand francs m 
gold." 

"Is all this truer' 

" Well, you have excellent security, — my head." 

The turnkey considered for some seconds. 

" Come," said the patriot, who could see him in the 
glass, " do not indulge in meditations of evil. If you de- 
nounce me, as you will only have done your duty, you 
will not receive a sou from the Republic ; if you serve 
me, and on the contrary are deficient in this same duty 
to the Eepublic, as it is unjust in this world to do any- 
thing for nothing, I will give you fifty thousand francs." 

" I understand perfectly," said the turnkey. " I have 
every inducement to do what you require, but I fear the 
results — " 

" The results ! And what have you to fear 1 I will 
not denounce you ; very far from it." 

" No doubt." 

^^The day after I am duly installed, take a turo 
through the Conciergerie, and I will count you twenty- 
five rolls each containing two thousand francs. These 
you can easily dispose of in your two pockets. With the 
money I will give you a ticket to leave France. You go, 
and wherever you are you will be, if not rich» at least 
independent." 
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" Well ! it is settled, Mousieur, happen what may. 1 
am a poor devil who never dabbled in politics. France 
has always got on very well without me, and will not 
perish through any fault of mine ; if you do a wicked 
action so much the worse for you." 

"At all events," said the patriot, "I think I shall 
never do worse than they are doing at this moment." 

"Sir, permit me to decline passing an opinion upon 
the politics of the National Convention." 

"You are a pattern of philosophy and indifference. 
When, however, will you present me to Father Richard 1 ^' 

" This evening, if you please." 

" Yes, certainly ; but who am 1 1 " 

" My cousin Mardoche." 

"Mardoche, then, let it be; the name pleases me. 
What trade?" 

" A breeches-maker." 

" Either breeches-maker or tanner. I have that at my 
fingers' ends." 

" Are you a tanner 1 " 

^* I could be one." 

« True." 

** At what time will you present me t " 

" In half an hour if you like." 

"^^ At nine o'clock then.'* 

*' When shall I have the money 1 " 

" To-morrow." 

*' You must be enormously rich." 

" I am in easy circumstances." 

" A former nobleman 1 Is it not sol * 

" What does it matter to you ? " 

" To possess money, and give it away to run the risk 
of being guillotined ; surely the former nobility must be 
great blockheads." 
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*• What would you have 1 Your red Eepublicans have 
too much sense to leave any for others." 

" Hush ! here is my wine." 

" This evening, in front of the Conoiergerie.^' 

"All right." 

The patriot paid hia bill and went out. At the door 
his stentorian voice was heard, — 

"Come, Citizen, quick] make haste with the pork 
cutlets ; my cousin Gracchus is dying of hunger ! " 

" Mardoche is a good fellow,'^ said the turnkey, tasting 
the wine poured out for him by the hostess, while she 
regarded him tenderly. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE BEQISTBAR OF THE MINISTER OF WAR. 

The patriot left, but he had not gone far. Through the 
smoky panes he kept watch over the turnkey, to discover 
if he entered into conversation with any of the agents 
of the Republican police, one of the best that ever ex- 
isted, since one half of society closely watched the other, 
less from the desire of promoting the great glory of the 
government than for the greater security of their own 
heads. 

But nothing occurred of what the patriot feared. At 
a few minutes before nine the turnkey rose, chucked the 
hostess under the chin, and went out. 

The patriot rejoined him at the quay of the Concier- 
gerie, and they entered the prison together. 

On that same evening the affair was concluded, and 
Father Richard accepted Mardoche as a substitute for 
Gracchus. 

Two hours before this arrangement took place, another 
scene had been enacted in a different part of the prison, 
which, although apparently of no interest, was possessed 
of vital importance to the principal personages of this 
history. 

The registrar of the Conciergerie, fatigued with his 
•day's labor, was folding up his papers and preparing to 
leave, when a man, conducted by Madame Richard, pre- 
sented himself in his office. 
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^'Citizen Registrar,** said she, *^here is your fellow 
registrar of the Minister of War, who comes on the 
part of the Citizen Minister to transfer some military 
entries.'* 

"Ah, Citizen,'* said the registrar, "you are too late; 
I have just put away all my papers.'* 

" Dear brother, pardon me," said the new-comer; "but 
we are really so overwhelmed with business that we can 
only achieve our course by turning our leisure to profit ; 
and our leisure is the time occupied by others in eating 
and sleeping." 

" That alters the case, my dear fellow ; so make haste, 
for, as you observe, it is near supper-time, and I am very 
hungry. Have you your documents 1 " 

" Here they are," said the registrar of the Minister of 
War, exhibiting a portfolio of papers which his brother,, 
anxious as he was to leave, scrutinized with the strictest 
attention. 

" Oh, they are all right 1 ** said Richard's wife, " and 
my husband has already thoroughly inspected them." 

'* Never mind, never mind ! " said the registrar, con- 
tinuing his examination. The registrar of the Minister 
of War remained like a man who had expected the strict 
accomplishment of all due formalities. 

" Perfectly correct," said the registrar of the Concier- 
gene ; " and you can now commence as soon as you please. 
Have you many entries to transfer 1 ^^ 

« A hundred." 

*• That will occupy you for several days." 

*^ Therefore dear brother, I wish to form a^ small estab- 
lishment with you, — that is to say, if you will permit 
me." 

^ How am I to understand you)" said the legistrar of 
the Conciergerie. 
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" I will explain it to you fully, if you will join us at 
aupper this evening. You say you are hungry 1'* 

" I do not deny it.* 

''Well, you shall see my wife, who is a good house- 
keeper ; and you will become better acquainted with me, 
and will acknowledge me for a good companion." 

^ Faith, yes ; you strike me as such, my dear brother ; 
yet, notwithstanding — '* 

''Oh, come without ceremony, and partake of some 
oysters that I will purchase as I pass the Place du Chate- 
let, a roasted chicken, and a few dishes which Madame 
Durand excels in/' x 

<* You tempt me, my brother," said the registrar of the 
Conciergerie, delighted at the bill of fare, to which he was 
totally unaccustomed as a registrar paid by the Eevo- 
lutionary Tribunal at the rate of two livres in paper 
money, in reality hardly equal to two francs. 

" Then you will accept my invitation 1 " 

*' Yes, willingly." 

"In that case, to work to-morrow; this evening let 
us go." 

« All right ; let us start." 

^' Are you ready 1 '* 

^'In an instant, only I must first inform the gendarmes 
who guard the Austrian." 

" Why must you tell them 1" 

^' So that when they know that I am absent, and that 
there is no one at the wicket, they may become suspi- 
cious of every noise." 

" Ah, that is a very wise precaution, &ith ! " 

" You understand now % " ^ 

"Perfectly." 

The registrar of the Concieigerie went and knocked at 
the wicket, which was opened by one of the gendarmes. 
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** Who is there ] '* 

" I, the registrar, you know. I am going out. Goo^ 
evening, Citizen Gilbert." 

"Good-evening, Citizen Registrar," and the wicket was 
shut. 

The registrar of the Minister of "War had paid the 
gi-eatest attention to this scene, and while the door of 
the queen's prison remained open, his looks rapidly pene- 
trated to the first compartment, when, seeing the other 
gendarme Duchesne seated at table, he felt perfectly 
assured the queen had only two guards. 

When the registrar of the Conciergerie returned, his 
fellow registrar's face had resumed its expression of stolid 
indifference. 

As they went out of the Conciergerie two men entered. 
They were the Citizen Gracchus and his cousin Mardoche. 

On seeing each other, Cousin Mardoche and the regis- 
trar of the Minister of War each, by a simultaneous move- 
ment arising from the same impulse, pulled over their eyes, 
the one his hairy bonnet, the other his broad-brimmed 
hat. 

"Who are these men]" asked the registrar of the 
Minister of War. 

"I only know one of them; it is a turnkey named 
Gracchus." 

" Ah ! " said the other, with affected indifference, " do 
the turnkeys then go out of the Conciergerie 1 " 

" They have their day." 

The investigation did not proceed any further, and the 
new friends took the road to the Pont-au-Change. At 
the comer of the Place du Ch^telet, the registrar of the 
Minister of War, following the programme he had an- 
nounced, purchased some oysters, and continued his way 
by the Qua! de G^vies. 
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The dwelling of this individual was simple. The Citi- 
"zen Durand inhabited three little rooms in the Place de 
<jr^7e, in a house without any porter. Each tenant had 
a key of the door in the passage, and it was agreed that 
if any one had omitted to take his key, he should intimate 
the same by one, two, or three raps with the knocker, 
iM5Cording to the story he inhabited, and any one who was 
waiting, and heard the signal, then descended and opened 
the door ; but the Citizen Durand, having provided him- 
self with his key, had not any occasion to knock. They 
ascended two flights of stairs, when the Citizen Durand 
drew another key from his pocket, and they both entered. 

The registrar of the Palace found his friend's wife much 
to his taste. She was indeed a charming woman ; an ap- 
pearance of profound melancholy diffused over her coun- 
tenance stamped it with an expression of deep interest. 
It has always been allowed that sadness is seductive in 
women, especially pretty women. It attracts all men 
without exception, even registrars, — for registrars are but 
men after all ; and what man possessed with natural feel- 
ing would not wish to console a pretty woman in affliction, 
"and, as the Citizen Dorat remarks, ''Change the pale 
tint of the white rose to a livelier hue " 1 

The two registrars did ample justice to their excellent 
supper ; it was only Madame Durand who ate nothing. 

In the mean time conversation proceeded. The regis- 
trar inquired of his brother registrar — with a curiosity 
the more remarkable in these days, when such fright- 
ful dramas were daily enacted — concerning the customs 
of the Palace, the days of judgment, and the means of 
surveillance. 

The registrar of the Palace, delighted at being listened 
to with so much deference, replied with the greatest com- 
plaisance, spoke of the manners of the jailers, of Fouquier 
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TinYille, and lastly of Citizen Sanson, the principal actor 
in the tragedies daily performed upon the Place de la. 
Revolution. 

Then in his turn, addressing his colleague and host,, 
he made various inquiries concerning bis vocation and 
ministry. 

"Oh ! " said Durand, " I am not so well informed as 
yourself, being a person of much less importance, seeing 
that I am rather secretary to the registrar than the in* 
cumbent of the place. I do the work of the registrar- 
in-chief, — an obscure employment, — laborious for me^ 
profitable for them ; but that is the way with all bureau- 
cracies, not excepting those of the Eevolution. Heaven^ 
and earth may perhaps change one day, but these things^ 
never.*' 

" Well, I will assist you, Citizen," said the registrar of 
the Palace, charmed with the excellence of his host's: 
wine, and above all with the beautiful eyes of Madame* 
Durand. 

" Thanks ! " said he to whom this ofifer had been made, 
" anything to vary the habits ; and locality is some dis- 
traction to a poor employee. I wish to protract my work 
at the Conciei^erie rather than to hasten it, and there- 
fore thought if I might every day bring Madame Durand 
with me to the office, who is very dull here — " 

" 1 do not see any inconvenience in that," said the reg^ 
istrar of the Palace, delighted with the prospect of the 
charming recreation afforded him by his colleague. 

" She can dictate the papers," said the Citizen Durand ; 
" and occasionally when our work is finished, if you have 
not found this evening unpleasant, you can return and 
spend an hour or two with us/' 

" Yes ; but not too often," replied the registrar of the* 
Palace, foppishly ; ** for I declare I shall be scolded if I 
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return later than usual to a small house in the Kue dtt 
Petit Muse." 

" Oh, we shall arrange all that splendidly ; shall we not, 
my dearl" 

Madame Durand, pale and melancholy as usual^ raised 
her eyes toward her husband, and replied, — 

" What you wish shall be done." 

Eleven o'clock struck, announcing it was time to retire. 
The registrar of the Palace rose and took leave of his new 
friends, expressing the great pleasure he felt in making 
their acquaintance. 

The Citizen Durand conducted his friend to the land- 
ing, then re-entered the apartment. 

" Go, Genevieve, go to bed ! " said he. 

The young woman made no reply, but rose directly, 
took her lamp, and withdrew to the bedroom on the right. 
Durand, or rather Dixmer, watched her departure, re- 
mained stationary for a moment with a gloomy, thought- 
ful expression of countenance, and then passed into his 
own chamber on the opposite side. 
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CHAPTER XUI. 

THE TWO BILLETS. 

From this time the registrar of the Minister of War 
worked every evening indefatigably in his colleague's 
office, while Madame Durand dictated from the registers 
previously prepared, which Durand copied with avidity. 

Durand strictly examined everything, while appearing 
to notice nothing. He had remarked that every evening, 
at nine o'clock, a basket of provisions, carried by either 
Eichard or his wife, was placed at the door. 

The instant the registrar said to the gendarme, *'I 
am going, Citiaen," one of the guards, either Gilbert or 
Duchesne, came out, took the basket, and carried it to 
Marie Antoinette. 

During three consecutive evenings, when Durand had 
remained rather later at his post, the basket also was left 
untouched, since it was only when opening the door to 
say adieu to the registrar that the gendarme took in the 
basket containing the provisions, which a quarter of an 
hour afterward was returned empty to the same place 
by one of the two guards. 

On the evening of the fourth day, it was the beginning 
of October, when after the ordinary sitting the registrar 
of the Palace had withdrawn, and Durand, or rather Dix- 
mer, remained alone with his wife ; he laid down his pen, 
looked around and listened as if his very life was at 
stake ; he then rose hastily, and running noiselessly to- 
ward the door of the wicket, raised the cloth which coin 
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ered the contents of the basket, and in the new bread 
destined for the prisoner inserted a small silver case. 

Pale and trembling with that emotion which even men 
of the strongest organization feel when thej have done 
an act of the most vital importance, the moment for 
which has been long planned and patiently awaited, he 
quickly regained his seat, and sank down overpowered, 
placing one hand on his forehead, the other on his heart. 

Genevieve regarded him in silence ; indeed, since the 
day her husband had taken her from Maurice, she had 
never spoken till he addressed her first. But this time 
she first broke silence. 

•^ Is it to be this evening % " she inquired. 

" No ; to-morrow," replied Dixmer. 

He then rose^ and having again looked and listened, 
closed the registers, and approaching the wicket, knocked 
at the door. 

" What now ? " said Gilbert. 

" Citizen," said he, " I am going." 

" Well," said the gendarme, from the end of the cell, 
** good-night.*' 

" Good-night, Citizen Gilbert." 

Durand heard the grinding of the bolts, and knew that 
the gendarme was opening the door. He went out. 

In the passage leading from the apartment of Father 
Richard to the court, he jostled against a turnkey dressed 
in a bear-skin bonnet, and dangling a heavy bunch of 
keys. 

Dixmer was much alarmed. Perhaps this man, brutal 
as the generality of his species, was about to interrogate 
him, to watch him, and perhaps to recognize him. He 
drew his hat over his eyes, while Genevieve concealed 
herself, as she best could, in the folds of her doak. But 
he was mistaken. 
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'^ Pardon!*' said the turnkey only, although he was' 
the man who had been nearly overthrown. 

Dixmer trembled at the sound of that sweet soft voice. 
But the turnkey was doubtless pressed for time ; he glided 
into the passage, opened Bichard's door, and disappeared. 
Dixmer continued his road, leading Genevieve. 

''It is strange,'^ said he, when outside and the gate 
had closed behind them, and the freshening breeze had 
cooled his fevered brow. 

" Oh, yes, 't is very strange ! '^ murmured Genevieve. 

In former times they would have communicated to each 
other the cause of their astonishment, but Dixmer now 
confined his thoughts to his own breast, and combated 
them as an hallucination; while Genevieve contented 
herself, on turning the comer of the Pont-au-Change, 
with casting a last look at the dark and gloomy Palace^ 
where something like the phantom of a lost friend awoke 
in her memory many sweet and bitter remembrances. 

They both reached La Greve without having ex- 
changed a single word. 

During this time the Gendarme Gilbert had brought in 
the basket of provisions intended for the queen. It con- 
tained some fruit, a cold chicken, a bottle of white wine, 
a carafe of water, and half a loaf. 

Having first raised the napkin, and ascertained that 
everything was arranged as usual, he opened the screen. 

"Citizeness,*^ said he, "here is your supper.*' 

Marie Antoinette divided the bread ; but as her fingers 
pressed it, they came in contact with the silver. In an 
instant she comprehended that the bread contained some- 
thing unusual. 

When she looked around her the guard had already 
disappeared. 

The queen remained for an instant motionlessi cdIcup 
as 
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lating his retiring footsteps. When she felt certain he 
was seated by his comrade, and not till then, she drew 
the case from its place of concealment It contained a 
billet, which she opened, and read as follows : — 

*' Madame, he ready to-morrow at the hour when you re^ 
ceive this billet, as to-morrow at this hour a female will be 
introduced into your Majesty's prison. This female will ex^ 
change dresses with you, and you will then quit the Concier* 
gene on the arm of one of your most devoted servants. 

" Do not be alarmed at any noise that passes in the first com* 
partment ; let neither cries nor groans deter you, only attire 
yourself quickly in the dress and mantle of the female who 
comes to take your Majesty's place.** 

"This is devotion ! " murmured the queen. " Thank 
God, I am not, as it is said, an object of execration to 
alll" 

She then re-read the billet, when the second paragraph 
attracted her attention, — " Let neither cries nor groans 
deter you.** 

** Oh ! that means they will sacrifice my two guards. 
Poor men, who have evinced so much kindness and pity 
toward me ! Oh, never ! — never I *' 

She tore off the blank portion of the letter, and having 
neither pen nor ink, pricked on the paper the following 
words, — 

I neither can nor will accept the sacrifice of any one*s life 
in exchange for my own. M. A. 

She then replaced the paper in the case, which she 
concealed in the other half of the broken bread. 

This operation was just completed when ten o'clock 
struck ; and the queen, holding the piece of bread in her 
hand, sadly counted the strokes which vibrated slowly 
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and distantly, when she heard at one of the windows 
opening upon the court termed the women's court a 
grating sound, like that produced by a diamond dividing 
the glass. This noise was followed by a slight knock 
upon the window, which was several times repeated, with 
the intention of concealing the cough of a man. Then at 
the comer of the pane a small roll of paper appeared, 
which glided slowly down and fell on the inside of the 
wall. The queen then heard the sound of keys jingling 
and clashing against each other, and receding footsteps 
on the pavement. 

She was aware that the window had been perforated at 
this corner, and that through this aperture the depart- 
ing individual had conveyed a paper which was doubt- 
less a billet. It was now lying on the ground. The 
queen fixed her eyes upon it, listening if either of her 
guards was approaching, but heard them conversing in a 
low tone as they usually did, as if by a tacit agreement 
not to annoy her with their voices. Then she rose softly, 
holding her breath, and secured the paper. Some minute 
and hard substance slipped from it, which, falling on the 
bricks^ sounded like metal. It was the most exquisite 
file that could be imagined, — more of the jewel than the 
tool, — one of those steel springs, with which the most 
feeble and uninitiated hand could, in a quarter of an 
hour, divide a bar of iron. The paper said : — 

"Madame, to-morrow, at half-past nine, a man will be 
conversing with the gendarmes who guard you, through the 
window of the women's court. During this time your Majesty 
will saw the third bar of your window, going from the left to 
the right. Cut slanting. A quarter of an hour will suffice 
for your Majesty ; and then be prepared to escape through 
the window. This advice reaches you from one of your most 
devoted and fjEuthful subjects ; one who has consecrated his 
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life to your Majesty's service, and would be happy also to 
sacrifice it for you." 

^ Oh ! '' murmured the queen, ** it must be a snare. 
But no ; this writing appears familiar to me, — it is the 
same as at the Temple. It is — it must be that of the 
Chevalier de Maison-Rouge ! God is perhaps willing that 
I should escape.** 

And the queen fell on her knees, and took refuge in 
prayer, the only balm and consolation undenied to the 
unfortunate prisoner. 
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CHAPTER XUn. 

THB PREPARATIONS OF DIXMBR. 

The morrow^ prefaced by a sleepless night, at length 
arrived, presenting a terrible appearance, and it might, 
without exaggeration, be said that the sky was the color 
of blood. 

Indeed, each day at this epoch and in this year, how- 
eyer beautiful the sun, had a livid hue. 

The queen slept with difficulty, and it was a sleep with- 
out repose. Hardly had she closed her eyes when she 
seemed to see blood, when she seemed to hear shrieks. 

She had dropped asleep with the file in her hand. One 
part of the day was devoted by her to prayer, and the 
guards, seeing her often thus engaged, did not feel any 
alarm at what they considered an increase of religious 
feeling. 

From time to time, however, she examined the file 
transmitted to her by one of her intended deliverers, and 
compared the firagility of the instrument with the strength 
of the bar. 

Fortunately, these bars were only secured in the wall 
on one side, — that is to say, at the lower part 

The upper part was set in a crossbar ; the lower part 
divided, there was only to pull the bar, and it of course 
would yield. 

But it was not the physical difficulties which worried 
the queen. She perfectly comprehended that the thing 
was possible, and it was this very possibility which caused 
hope, like a blood-red meteor, to dazzle her eyes. 
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She felt that to reach her, her friends must necessarily 
sacrifice her guards ; and could she at any price consent 
to the death of the only individuals who^ for a length of 
time, had evinced any interest in her, or pity for herl 

On the other hand, beyond these bars which she had 
been directed to saw, over the bodies of the two men who 
would have to die in endeavoring to prevent her deliver- 
ers from reaching her, were life, liberty, and perhaps ven- 
geance, — three things so sweet, especially to a woman, 
that she asked pardon of God for so earnestly desiring 
them. 

She believed, moreover, that not the slightest suspicion 
agitated the minds of her guards ; that they had not any 
idea of a snare (if such a thing existed) into which it was 
intended their prisoner should fall. 

These simple men would have betrayed themselves to 
eyes so much exercised as those of this woman, habituated 
to detect evil from having so severely suffered from it. 

The queen, then, entirely abandoned the idea that these 
double overtures were contrived as a trap ; but as the fear 
of being betrayed into this snare disappeared, the still 
greater apprehension increased of bloodshed for her sake, 
before her very eyes. 

*' Strange destiny I sublime sight ! ** murmured she ; 
" two conspiracies united to save a poor queen, or rather 
a poor female prisoner who has had no means of in- 
ducing or encouraging these conspiracies which are 
about to take place at the same moment ! Who knows ? 
Perhaps there may be one only. Perhaps it may be a 
double mine, leading to one and the same point. 

** If I wished, I might then be saved. 

** But a poor woman sacrificed in my stead ! — two men 
killed before this woman could reach me ! God and the fu- 
ture might perhaps forgive me. Impossible ! impossible I " 
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Then passed and repassed in her mind visions of the 
great devotion of servants for their masters^ and the 
ancient traditions of the right exercised by masters over 
the lives of their retainers, — phantasies almost effaced 
from the mind of expiring royalty. 

** Anne of Austria would have accepted this/* said she. 
** Anne of Austria would have set aside every considera- 
tion to the safety of the royal person. 

^ Anne of Austria was of the same blood, and was 
almost in the same situation as myself. 

''What madness to have come to France to pursue 
Anne of Austria's principles of royalty ! Was I not 
brought hither? Two kings said, * It is important that 
two royal children who have never seen or loved each 
other, who perhaps never may love each other, should 
be married at the same altar, to die upon the same 
scaffold. 

** And then will not my death accelerate that of my 
poor child, who in the eyes of my few friends is still king 
of France ? 

'' And when my son, like his father, is dead, will not 
their shades both smile on me in pity, seeing me, in order 
to spare some drops of plebeian blood, stain with my own 
the remains of the throne of Saint Louis t " 

In this ever-increasing anguish of thought, this fever of 
doubt whose pulsations went on in geometrical progres- 
sion, and in a tempest of terror and fear, the unhappy 
queen continued till the arrival of night. 

She had several times closely scrutinized her guards ; 
but they had never appeared more composed. 

Never had she been more forcibly struck by the inva- 
riable kindness and attention of these two uneducated 
men. 

When the darkness of night reigned in the cell ; when 
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the steps of the patrol, the noise of resounding arms, and 
the barking of dogs awoke the echoes of the gloomy 
vaults ; when all the horrors of the prison revealed them- 
selves, gloomy and hopeless, — Marie Antoinette, subdued 
by the natural weakness of a woman, rose affrighted 

'< Oh, I will fly ! I will fly I - said she. " Yes, yes ; 
I will fly ! When he comes, when he speaks, I will saw 
the bar. I will await what God and my deliverers ordain 
me. I owe myself to my children. They shall not 
murder them; or if they slay them, and I am free — oh, 
then, at least — '* 

She did not conclude ; her eyes closed, and her deep 
emotion checked all utterance. This was a frightful 
vision to the unfortunate queen, enclosed with gratings 
and iron bars. But soon this vision disappeared, and in 
its stead another presented itself to her view. Gratings 
and bolts had vanished. She saw herself in the midst of 
a dark, stem, inflexible army; she orders the Are to 
consume, the sword to leap from the scabbard, and 
vengeance to be taken on a people she will no longer 
claim as her own. 

During this time Gilbert and Duchesne were con- 
versing tranquilly, and preparing their evening repast. 

At this time, also, Dixmer and Genevieve entered the 
Conciergerie, and installed themselves in the office as 
usuaL At the end of an hour the registrar of the 
Palace, having completed his business, according to cus- 
tom took his departure, leaving them alone to them- 
selves. 

Directly the door had closed on his colleague, Dixmer 
rushed toward the empty basket placed at the door in 
exchange for that of the evening. He seized the bread, 
broke it, and found the case. The queen's answer was 
enclosed within it ; he grew pale on reading it. 
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Genevifeve observed him tear it into a thousand pieoea^ 
and throw them into the mouth of the burning stove. 

** It is well," said he ; " all is arranged.*' 

Then turning toward Genevieve, — 

'* Come here, Madame/' said he ; '^ I must speak with 
you, and must speak low.*' Genevifeve, motionless and 
cold as marble^ gave a gesture of assent, and approached 
him. 

^' The time has arrived, Madame ; listen to me ! '* 

"Yes, sir.'* 

** You prefer a death beneficial to your cause, — a death 
that will insure you the blessings of your party and pity 
from the whole nation, — to an ignominious and revengeful 
end of life, do you not 1 " 

" Yes, sir.** 

" I might have killed you on the spot when I found 
you in the house of your lover ; but a man who, like my- 
self, consecrates his life to a holy and honorable cause, 
ought to be able to profit by his own private griefs by 
rendering them subservient to this cause. This I have 
done, or rather intend to do. I have, as you see, denied 
myself the pleasure of doing myself justice, and have also 
spared your lover." 

Something resembling a fugitive but appalling smile 
flitted over the lips of Genevieve. 

** But as for your lover, you who know me should be 
well aware that I only bide my time.'* 

"Monsieur," said Genevieve, "I am ready. Then 
wherefore all this prelude 1 ** 

"You are ready 1" 

** Yes, I am ready. Kill me, if you choose ; you have 
good cause to do so.** 

Dixmer looked at Genevieve, and started in spite of 
himself. She at this moment appeared sublimely beau* 
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tiful ; a glory the most bnlliant of all shone around 
her, — the glory that emanates from love. 

" To continue," said Dixmer, " I have informed the 
queen ; she expects jou, notwithstanding she will in all 
probability raise numerous objections. You must over- 
rule them alL'* 

" Give me your orders, sir, and I will execute them." 

" Immediately,*' continued Dixmer, " I shall knock at 
the door ; Gilbert will open it, and with this poniard — " 
here Dixmer threw open his coat, and half drawing from 
its scabbard a double-edged poniard — ^^ with this I shall 
kill him." 

Genevieve shuddered. 

Dixmer made a motion with his hand to command her 
attention. 

'^ The instant I strike him, dart into the second cham- 
ber, that of the queen. There is, as you are aware^ no 
door, only a screen. You will exchange clothes with 
her while I despatch the other soldier. Then I shall 
take the queen's arm, and pass through the wicket with 
her.'' 

" Very well," said Genevieve, coldly. 

"You understand mel" said Dixmer. "You have 
been seen each evening in your black taffeta mantle 
which conceals your face. Place your mantle upon her 
Majesty, and arrange it on her precisely as you have 
been accustomed to arrange it on yourself." 

" All shall be done as you desire, sir." 

'* It remains now fbr me to pardon and to thank you, 
Madame." 

Genevieve shook her head with a scornful smile. 

"I neither want your pardon nor your thanks, sir,** 
said she, extending her hand. " What I have done, or 
rather am about to do, would efface a crime. I have 
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only been guilty of a weakness ; and again, this weak- 
ness — recall your own conduct, ?ir — you all but forced 
me to commit. I withdrew myself from him ; you drove 
me back into his arms ; so you are at the same time in- 
stigator, judge, and avenger. It remains for me to par- 
don you my death ; and I do pardon you. It is I who 
should thank you for death, since life has become insup- 
portable to me^ separated from the only man I love ; 
since that hour especially when you severed by your 
savage vengeance every tie that bound me to him/* 

Dixmer drove his nails into his flesh. He strove to 
reply, but his voice failed him. 

He moved toward the wicket. 

*'Time passes," said he, at last. "Madame, every 
moment is of consequence. Are you ready?" 

"I have told you, sir," replied Genevifeve, with the 
calmness and courage of a martyr, " I await you." 

Dixmer collected his papers, saw that the gates were 
fast closed, so that no one could enter the wicket, and 
then wished to reiterate his instructions. 

"It is unnecessary, sir," said Genevifeve. "I know 
perfectly all I have to do." 

"Then, adieu 1" and Dixmer extended his hand, as if 
at this supreme moment all recrimination was effaced 
before the grandeur of the situation and the sublimity 
of the sacrifice. 

Genevieve, shuddering, touched with the tips of her 
fingers the proffered hand of her husband. 

" Place yourself near me, Madame, and the moment I 
have struck Gilbert, pass on." 

" I am ready." 

Then Dixmer grasped in his right hand his poinard,* 
with his left he knocked at the gate. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE PREPARATIONS OF THB CHEVALIER. 

During the scene described in the preceding chapter as 
passing at the door of the register-office leading into the 
prison of the queen, or rather into the first compartment 
occupied by the two gendarmes, other preparations were 
taking place on the opposite side, — that is to say, in the 
women's court. 

Suddenly a man appeared, like a statue of stone which 
had detached itself from the walL He was followed by two 
dogs, and was humming the " Qa ira,** a song much in 
vogue at this period. He held in his hand a large bunch 
of keys, which, in passing, he had rattled against the bars 
which barricaded the window of the queen. 

The royal prisoner at first started, but recognizing the 
signal, immediately opened her window softly to com- 
mence her work, with a hand more experienced than 
would have been believed ; for more than once in the 
blacksmith's shop where her royal husband amused 
himself by passing part of the day, she had with her 
delicate fingers handled instruments similar to that upon 
which at this moment depended her every chance of 
safety and deliverance. 

Directly the man with the keys heard the queen-s 
window open, he knocked at that of the gendarmes. 

^Ah! ahP' said Gilbert, looking through Uie win* 
dow, "here is the Citizen Mardoche.** 

** Himself,** said the turnkey. ** Well, but it appears 
you keep strict watch 1 ** 
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** Much as usual, Citizen Eej-bearer. It seems to me 
you do not often find us at fault 1 *' 

** Ah ! '' said Mardoche ; ** and vigilance is more than 
ever necessary to-night.** 

'^ Bah ! '' said Duchesne, who had now approached. 

** Truly." 

" Why, then 1- 

" Open the window, and I will tell you all about it.** 

Gilbert opened it, and shook hands with Mardoche, 
who had already made friends with the two gendarmes. 

** What is it, Citizen Mardoche ? '* repeated Gilbert. 

" The sitting of the Convention has been rather hot 
to-day. Have you read about it 1 ** 

" No. What passed then 1 ^^ 

^' It was first stated that the Citizen H^ert had made 
a discovery.** 

"Whatr* 

" It is, that the conspirators believed to be dead are 
found to be alive, and very much alive indeed.** 

" Oh I yes,'* said Gilbert ; '* Delessart and Thierry ; I 
have heard speak of that. They are in England, the 
scoundrels ! " 

''And the Chevalier de Maison-Rougef** asked the key- 
bearer, raising his voice so that the queen might hear. 

"What, is he in England alsol** 

'* Not at all,*' said Mardoche ; " he is in France," still 
speaking in the same loud key. 

*' He has returned, then 1 *' 

" He has never quitted it." 

''Well, he, for one, has good courage/* said Duchesne. 

" Indeed, he has." 

" Well, are they going to arrest him 1 " 

'' Certainly ; but that is much easier said than done." 

At this moment the queen's file grated so forcibly 
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apon the iron bars that the turnkey feared it might be 
heard, notwithstanding all his efforts to drown the sound. 
He hastily trod upon the paw of the nearest of his dogs, 
which uttered a prolonged howl of pain. 

" Oh, poor beast ! ** said Gilbert. 

" Bah ! '' said the turnkey, " he had not put on his 
clogs. Be quiet, Girondin ; will you be quiet 1 " 

" Is your dog named Girondin, Citizen Mardochel " 

" Yes ; that is the name I have given him.** 

'* But pray go on with what you were telling us,** said 
Duchesne, who, imprisoned himself, took that lively in- 
terest in news that all prisoners feel. 

'* I was telling you that in the Citizen Hubert you see 
a good patriot ; and Hebert has made a motion to return 
the Austrian to the Temple." 

"And why soT* 

" Faith ! because he pretends that she was only with- 
drawn from the Temple to remove her from the immedi- 
ate inspection of the Commune of Paris.'* 

**Yes; and from the attempts of that cursed Maison- 
Eouge," said Gilbert ; *4t seems too that the subterranean 
passage still exists.*' 

^ That was the reply the Citizen Sauterre made ; but 
Hubert said, the instant that was defeated there was no 
more danger ; that at the Temple, fewer precautions were 
requisite for the secuiity of Marie Antoinette than here ; 
and finally, that the Temple was a much more secure 
place than the Conciergerie." 

"Faith!" said Gilbert, '*for my part, I wish they 
would remove her again to the Temple.*' 

"I understand ; you are tired of the confinement? " 

" No ; but it makes me melancholy." 

Maison-Rouge coughed loudly, as the noise of the file 
biting through the iron bar was distinctly heard. 
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** Well, what have they decided on 1 " said Duchesne, 
when the turnkey's cough had suhsided. 

*' It is settled that she shall remain here, but that her 
trial shall take place immediately." 

" Poor woman I " said Gilbert. 

Duchesne, whose sense of hearing was no doubt more 
acute than that of his colleague, or his attention less 
engrossed by the recital of Mardoche, stooped down to 
listen on the left side of the compartment. 

The turnkey saw the movement. 

'' So you see, Citizen Duchesne,'' said he, in an ani- 
mated tone, '* the attempts of the conspirators will be- 
come the more desperate from the fact of their having 
less time before them for their execution. They are going 
to double the guards of the prisons ; so look out. Citizen 
Glendarme, since the matter in question is nothing less 
than the irruption of an armed force into the Concieigerie. 
They will murder all, sacrifice every impediment, till they 
effect an entrance to the queen, — to the widow of Capet, 
I mean to say.'' 

" Ah I bah ! How can these conspirators of yours get 
inl" 

** Disguised as patriots, they will pretend to recommence 
the 2d of September, the rascals ! and when once the 
gates are open, good-night ! " 

There was an instant's silence, produced by the aston- 
ishment of the guards. 

The turnkey heard with emotions of joy and terror the 
continued grating of the file. Nine o'clock struck. 

At the same moment there was a knock at the wicket, 
but the gendarmes, preoccupied, did not reply. 

** Well, we shall watch, we shall watch ! " said Gilbert. 

^^And if necessary, will die at our post like stanch 
Bepublicans,'* added Duchesne. 
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** She most soon be done/' said the turnkey to himself, 
wipmg the drops of perspiration &om his face. 

" ^d you on your side," said Gilbert, ^^ keep on the 
lookout, I presume? They would spare you no more 
than us, were such an event as you have been talking of 
to take place." 

^ I should think so," said the turnkey. ^' I pass the 
night in going the round ; thus I am always on the alerc. 
The rest of you at least relieve each other, and can sleep 
every other night." 

At this moment a second summons at the wicket was 
heard. Mardoche started; any event, however trifling, 
might mar the execution of his project. 

''What is it, then?'* demanded he, in spite of himself. 

" Nothing, nothing ! " said Gilbert ; " it is only the regis- 
trar of the Minister of War. He is going now, and comes 
to inform me of it." 

" Oh, very well ! " said Mardoche. 

The registrar still continued to knock. 

" All right 1 " cried Gilbert, without leaving the win- 
dow. " Good-night ! Adieu 1 " 

" I think he is speaking to you," said Duchesne, turn- 
ing toward the door. The voice of the registrar was then 
heard. 

" Come here, Citizen Gendarme," said he ; "I wish to 
speak to you." 

This voice, which appeared affected by some strong 
emotion which deprived it of its natural accent, startled 
the turnkey, who fancied he recognized it. 

"What do you want, Citizen Durandl" asked Gilbert. 

" I wish to speak a word with you." 

" Well, you can tell me to-morrow." 

" No, this evening ; it must be this evening,'^ replied 
the same voice. 
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"Hah!" murmured the turnkey, "what is about to 
happen now) It is Dixmer^s yoice/' 

Sinister and vibrating, this voice seemed to borrow 
something funereal from the feur-off echoes of the gloomy 
corridor. 

Duchesne turned round. 

" Well,** said Gilbert, " if he wishes it I must go/' and 
he directed his steps toward the door. 

The turnkey availed himself of this moment when 
the attention of the two gendarmes was thus occupied by 
this unforeseen circumstance. He ran toward the window 
of the queen. 

"Is it doner* said he. 

" I have more than half finished," said the queen. 

" Oh, for the love of God ! " murmured he ; " make 
haste ! make haste ! " 

"Hallo I Citizen Mardoche/* said Duchesne, " what has 
become of you 1 ** 

"Here I am,'* said the turnkey, returning quickly to 
the window of the first compartment. 

At that very moment, and as he turned to resume his 
former station, a frightful cry resounded through the 
prison, then an oath, and the ring of a sword snatched 
from its scabbard. 

" Villain ! brigand ! " cried Gilbert, and the sound of 
a struggle was heard in the corridor. 

At the same moment the door opened, displaying to the 
eyes of the turnkey two shadows struggling in the wicket, 
and thus affording free passage to a female, who, pushing 
aside Duchesne, rushed into the queen's chamber. 

Duchesne, without noticing the woman, ran to his com- 
rade's assistance. 

The turnkey sprang toward the other window, and be- 
held the female on her knees before the queen, praying 

97 
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and supplicating her Majesty to exchange clothes ^ritb 
her. 

He lowered his burning eyes, endeavoring to gain a 
clearer view of this woman whom he feared he had already 
recognized too welL All at once he uttered a dreadful 
cry. 

" Genevieve ! Genevieve ! ** murmured he. 

The queen had dropped the file from her hand, and 
seemed transfixed with despair. Here, alas ! was another 
abortive attempt 

The turnkey seized the bar with both hands, shook 
it with all his strength ; but the file had not accom- 
plished its work, the bar of iron would not yield to his 
efforts. 

Meanwhile Dixmer had hurled Gilbert back into the 
prison, and would have entered with him, but Duchesne, 
leaning against the door, prevented him. But he was 
unable to close it, for Dixmer, in despair, had placed his 
arm between the gate and the walL 

In his hand he still retained the poniard, which in the 
contest, checked by the buckle of the belt, had glided over 
the gendarme's breast, tearing open his coat and lacerating 
his flesh. 

The two gendarmes^ encouraged each other to re- 
unite their efforts, at the same time calling loudly for 
assistance. 

Dixmer felt his arm must break ; he placed his shoul- 
der against the door, shook it violently, and succeeded in 
withdrawing his bruised arm. 

The door closed with a great noise ; Duchesne pushed 
the bolts, while Gilbert turned the key. 

A rapid step was heard in the corridor, then all was 
over. The two gendarmes looked at each other^ and 
searched everywhere around them. 
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They detected the sound of the assumed turnkey 
wrenching the bar. 

Gilbert rushed into the queen's chamber, where he 
found Genevieve entreating her Majesty on her knees to 
exchange clothes with her. 

Duchesne seized his gun and ran to the window ; he 
discovered a man hanging to the bar, which he shook with 
rage, and tried in vain to scale. 

He pointed his gun. 

The young man saw it levelled at him. 

"Oh, yes ! yes ! " cried he, " kill me ! kill me ! " and sub- 
lime in his despair, he bared his breast to the bullet. 

" Chevalier," said the queen, — '* Chevalier, I entreat 
you to live.'* 

At the sound of the queen's voice the Chevalier sank 
upon his knees. The gun was discharged, but this move- 
ment saved him ; the ball passed over his head. Gene- 
vieve, imagining her friend was dead, fell upon the ground 
without sense or motion. When the smoke disappeared, 
no one was seen in the women's court. 

Ten minutes afterward, thirty soldiers, led by two 
commissioners, searched the Conciergerie even to its most 
inaccessible retreats. 

They discovered no one ; the registrar had passed, calm 
and smiling, before Father Richard's arm-chair. 

As to the turnkey, he had gone out crying, " Alarm 1 
alarm I ** 

The sentinel opposed his egress with his bayonet, but 
his two dogs seized the soldier by the throat. 

Genevieve alone was arrested, interrogated* and im- 
prisoned. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THE INQUIBT. 

Wb can no longer leave in forgetfulness one of the prin- 
cipal personages of this history, he who, during the ac- 
complishment of the various incidents of the preceding 
chapter had suffered most of all, and whose anxieties 
merit the liveliest sympathy on the part of our readers. 

The sun shone gloriously in the Eue de la Monnaie, and 
the gossips were discoursing merrily at their doors, as if 
for the last ten months a mist of hlood had not hung 
over the city, when Maurice returned home, bringing, as 
he had promised, the cabriolet with him. He gave the 
bridle of the horse to a shoeblack, on the pavement of 
Saint Eustache, and hastily ran upstairs, his heart filled 
with joy. 

Love is a vivifying sentiment. It animates hearts long 
deadened to every other sensation ; it peoples the desert ; 
it resuscitates before the eyes the shade of the beloved 
one ; it causes the voice which sings in the soul of the 
lover to display before him the entire creation illumined 
by the brilliant rays of hope and happiness, — at the same 
time it is egotistical, blinding him who loves to all but 
the existence of the beloved object. 

Maurice neither saw these women nor listened to their 
commentaries ; he saw only G^nevi^ve preparing for a de- 
parture which was at last to bring them durable happi- 
ness ; he heard only Genevieve singing carelessly her 
customary song, and this little song trilled so sweetly in 
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his ear that he might have sworn he was listening to the 
varied modulations of her voice, mingled with the less 
harmonious sound of closing locks. 

Upon the lauding Maurice stopped ; the door was half 
open ; it was generdly kept closed, and this circumstance 
surprised Maurice. He looked all around, thinking 
Genevieve was in the rcorridor. She was not there. He 
entered, looked in the antechamber, the dining-room, the 
parlor, the bed-chamber ; but anteroom, parlor, and bed* 
chamber were all empty. He loudly called. No one 
replied. 

The official, as he knew, had gone out. Maurice 
imagined that during his absence Genevieve had per- 
haps required some cord to fasten her trunk, or some 
refreshments to store in the carriage, and had gone out 
to purchase them. He thought it imprudent; but al- 
though every moment his anxiety increased, he as yet 
feared nothing serious. 

Maurice waited for some time, walking up and down 
the room with long impatient strides, and occasionally 
leaning out of the window, which, half opened, admitted 
puffs of air charged heavily with rain. 

But soon he believed that he heard a step upon the 
staircase ; he listened, it was not that of Genevieve ; he 
ran to the landing, looked over the palisade, and recognized 
the official, who leisurely mounted the stairs after the 
manner of domestics. 

** ScsBvola ! " cried he. 

The official raised his head. 

*«AhI is it you, Citizen r' 

'' Yes. Where is the lady 1 " 

**Tbe lady?" demanded ScsBvola, with much surpriie^ 
as he continued mounting the stairs. 

" Certainly ! Have you seen her below f ^ 
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"No." 

*' Gro down, then, and ask the porter, and inquire of all 
the neighbors ! " 

Scsevola descended. 

"Quicker! quicker!" said his master; **doyou not 
see I am burning with impatience 1 " 

After waiting five or six minates, and ScsBvola not 
having made his appearance, Maiuice re-entered the apart- 
ment and again leaned out of the window. He saw 
ScaBvola enter several shops, and leave them without hav- 
ing gained any fresh intelligence. He called him. The 
official raised his head, and saw his master impatiently 
looking from the window. Maurice signed to him to come 
up. 

" It is impossible that she has gone out," said Maurice 
to himself, and again he called, " Genevieve ! Genevieve I '' 

All was silent as death; even the solitary chamber 
appeared no longer to have an echo. Scaevola reappeared. 

"Weill" demanded Maurice. 

** The porter is the only person who has seen her.** 

"The porter has seen her; how was that f " 

"He saw her go out." 

" She has gone out, then ) " 

" It seems so." 

" Alone ! It is impossible Genevieve would go out 
alone." 

"She was not alone, Citizen; she had a man with 
her." 

^' Howl a man with her)" 

" That is what the porter says, at least." 

"Go and seek him. I must find out who this « man 
was." 

Scsevola made a step toward the door^ then, tummgi 
"Wait," said he, appearing to reflect 
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<« What is it 1 " said Maurice. " Speak, or you will be 
the death of me 1 ^ 

'^ Perhaps it was the man who ran after me.^ 

*'What for!" 

" To tell me that you wished the key." 

" What key, stupid ! will you not tell me 1** 

" The key of your apartment.'' 

** You gave the key of the apartment to a stranger? ** 
cried Maurice, seizing the official by the collar with both 
hands. 

^' It was not to a stranger, sir ; it was to one of your 
friends." 

" Ah, yes ! to one of my friends. It is Lorin, no doubt 
She has gone out with Lorin,** and smiling a ghastly 
smile Maurice wiped away the drops of agony which had 
gathered on his brow. 

^* No, sir ; no, it was not he. Zounds ! I think I should 
know Monsieur Lorin.** 

"Who was it, then 1** 

*' You know the man who came here one day I ** 

** What day r* 
* <* The day when you were so sad ; and he took you 
away with him, and you returned so happy." 

ScsBvola had remarked all these things. 

Maiurice regarded him with a bewildered air; a cold 
shudder ran through his body. Then after a long silence : 

" Dizmer ! " cried he. 

" By my faith I yes. I think it was he, Citizen.** 

Maurice tottered, and fell back upon a chaur. 

" Oh, my God I ** murmured he. 

When he re-opened his eyes they encountered the Tio« 
lets, forgotten, or rather left there by (Jeneviive. 

He rushed toward them, seized and kissed them ; fheon 
remarking where she had placed them, -— 
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"There is no longer any doubt,** said he, ** these 
violets — It is her last adieu." 

When Maurice turned round he perceived for the first 
time that the trunk was half full, the rest of the linen 
was on the floor, or in the half-opened wardrobe. 

The linen which lay upon the floor had no doubt 
fallen from Genevieve's hand at the appearance of 
Dixmer. 

It was all explained now. The scene rose vivid and 
terrible before his eyes, between these four walls that had 
lately witnessed so much happiness. 

Till now Maurice had remained crushed and heart- 
broken. Now the reaction was fearful. His rage 
bordered on frenzy. 

He rose, closed the window, took from the top of his 
desk a pair of pistols, ready loaded for their intended 
journey, looked to the priming, and finding all right 
placed them in his pocket. 

He also furnished himself with two rolls of louis, which 
notwithstanding his patriotism he had thought it prudent 
to conceal at the bottom of a drawer, and taking his sabre 
in his hand, — 

" ScsBvola,' * said he, " you are attached to me, I think ; 
you have served my father and myself for fifteen years." 

*' Yes, Citizen,*' replied the ofl&cial, terrified at the pallor 
and nervous trembling he had never before remarked 
in his mastei^ who had always been justly considered 
one of the most courageous and vigorous of men, — 
" yes ; what are your orders for me ? " 

*' Listen 1 if this lady who lived here — '* He stopped ; 
his voice trembled so much in pronouncing these words 
that he was unable to proceed. " If she sliould return," 
continued he, after a moment's pause, " receive her, dose 
the door after her, take this gun, and station yourself upon 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE INQX7IBT. 425 

the staircase ; and for your head, for your life, for your 
soul, do not permit a single person to enter here 1 If any 
one should try to break through the door, defend it! 
Strike ! kill ! kill 1 and fear nothing, Scsevola, for I will 
answer for all.'* 

The young man's impetuous harangue, his vehement 
confidence, electrified Scaevola. 

** I will not only kill, but will even suffer death for the 
Citizeness Genevieve," said he. 

" Thanks. Now attend I This apartment is odious to 
me, and I shall not enter it again until I find her ; if she 
has been able to effect her escape, if she return, place 
before the window the Japan vase with the china-asters, 
which she loved so much. That is, during the day. At 
night, put a lantern. Every time I pass the end of the 
street I shall know, and if I see neither vase nor lantern 
I shall still continue my researches." 

"Be prudent, sir! Oh, pray be prudent 1'* continued 
Scsevola. 

His master made no reply, but rushing from the cham- 
ber flew down the staircase as if possessed of wings, and 
ran toward Lorin's house. 

It would be difficult to paint the astonishment and rage 
of our worthy poet when he heard the news ; we might 
as well attempt to indite the touching elegies with which 
Orestes inspired Pylades. 

**And you do not know where she isl** he repeated^ 
incessantly. 

'* Lost ! disappeared I " shrieked Maurice, in accents of 
despaur, '^ he has killed her, Lorin 1 he has killed her ! '^ 

'* No, my dear friend ; no, Maurice ; he has not killed 
her ; it is not after so many days of reflection that he 
would be likely to kill a woman like Genevieve. If he 
had thought of doing so, he would have done it on the 
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spot, and have left her corpse there in token of his just 
vengeance. No, no ; he has taken her away, only too 
happy at having regained his lost treasore.** 

'* You do not know him, Lorin ; you do not know him I 
This man had something fatal in his look.** 

'* You are mistaken," said Lorin ; '^ he always struck me 
as a brave man. He has taken her as a sacrifice. He 
will get himself arrested with her ; and they will die 
together. Ah, there is the danger 1* 

These words redoubled Maurice's fury. 

''I will find herl I will find her, or perish in the 
attempt!*' cried he. 

" Oh, as to that, we are certain to find her,** said Lorin ; 
*^ only calm yourselfl They fail in success who do not 
reflect ; and when agitated as you are, we reflect badly 
and unwisely." 

** Adieu, Lorin, adieu ! " 

** Where are you going, then 1 ** 

'* I am going." 

" You will leave me, then 1 Why is that I * 

^* Because this concerns me only. I alone should risk 
my life to save Genevieve's.** 

** Do you wish to die 1 " 

*' I will face alL I will find out the president of the 
Committee of Surveillance. I will speak to Hubert, to 
Danton, to Bobespierre. I will avow all ; but she must 
be restored to me.** 

" Very well," said Lorin ; and without adding another 
word he rose, a4justed his belt, put on his militaiy cap, 
and as Maurice had done, provided himself with a pair of 
pistols, ready loaded, which he put in his pocket 

*' Let us go," said he, simply. 

'' But you will compromise yourself" said Maurice, 

**Welll what of that r* 
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** Where shall we seek her first 1 " asked Maurice. 

** We will first search in the old quarter, you know, — 
the old Rue Saint Jacques ; then we will watch for Maison- 
Bouge, as where he is, doubtless Dixmer will be also; 
then we will draw near the houses in the YieiUe Corderie. 
You know they talk of transferring Marie Antoinette to 
the Temple; believe me, men like them will not, till the 
last moment, abandon the hope of saving her.*' 

"Yes,** repeated Maurice ; "you are right — Maison- 
Bouge, do you think he is in Paris t " 

" Dixmer is certainly." 

" It is true, it is true ; of course they will be together ! ^ 
said Maurice, to whom these vague ideas seemed partially 
to restore reason. 

The two Mends commenced their search immediately, 
but all in vain. Paris is large and well adapted for 
concealment. Never was a pit known to conceal more 
obscurely the secret confided to its keeping by crime 
or misery. 

A hundred times Maurice and Lorin passed over the 
Place de Greve, a hundred times passed the house 
that contained Genevieve, watched incessantly by Dix- 
mer, as the priests watch the victim destined for 
sacrifice. 

Genevieve on her side, seeing herself destined to per- 
ish, like all generous souls accepted the sacrifice, and 
only wished to die quietly and unnoticed ; besides, she 
dreaded less for Dixmer than for the cause of the queen 
the publicity that Maurice would not fail to give to his 
vengeance. 

She kept, then, a silence as profound as if death had 
already sealed her lips. 

In the mean time, without saying anything to Lorin, 
Maurice had applied to the members of the terrible Corn- 
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mittee of Public Safety ; and Lorm^ without speaking to 
Maurice, had^ on his part, determined to adopt similar 
proceedings. 

Thus on the same day a red cross vas affixed by 
Fouquier Tinville to both their names, and the word 
*' Suspects'' united them in a sanguinary embrace. 
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CHAPTER XLYL 

THB SBNTBNCB. 

On the twenty-third day of the month of the second year 
of the French Eepublic, one and indivisible, corresponding 
to the 14th of October, 1793, old style, as it was then 
called, a curious crowd ha,d since the morning invaded 
the galleries of the hall where the revolutionary sittings 
were held. 

The passages of the Palace, the avenues of the Con- 
ciergerie, were lined with greedy and impatient specta- 
tors, who made over one to another their reports and 
passions, as the waves transmit their froth and foam. 

Notwithstanding the curiosity with which each spec- 
tator was agitated, and perhaps even on account of this 
curiosity, each wave of this sea, swaying, pressed between 
two barriers, — the outer barrier which urged it forward, 
the inner barrier which urged it backward, — each wave 
kept, in this flux and reflux, almost the same position 
which it had at first taken. Thus those more conven- 
iently situated, comprehending it was necessary they 
should obtain forgiveness for their good fortune, kept 
this object in view by transmitting to their neighbors 
less comfortably and commodiously placed than them- 
selves, and who in their turn recounted to others, the 
first words they heard, and all they saw. 

Near the door of the Tribunal a group of men was col- 
lected, rudely disputing for ten lines of space in width 
and height, — for ten lines in breadth sufficed to see he- 
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tween two shoulders the comer of the hall and the form 
of the judges; for ten lines in height was sufficient to 
overlook the entire hail and see the face of the accused. 

Unfortunately, this entrance to the passage of the hall, 
this narrow defile, was almost entirely filled by a man 
with broad shoulders, and his arms akimbo, who most 
effectually excluded the wavering crowd ready to drop 
into the hall if this rampart of flesh were to give way. 

This immovable man was young and handsome ; and at 
every push bestowed on him by the crowd, he shook his 
head of hair, thick as a lion's mane, under which gleamed 
a dark and resolute expression; then, when either by 
a look or a movement he had repelled the crowd and 
resisted their violent attacks, he fell back into his 
attentive immobility. 

A hundred times this compact mass had, notwith- 
standing, striven hard to overthrow him, — as, from his 
great height, to see anything behind him was utterly 
impossible, — but, as we have said, firm as a rock, he 
stood his ground. 

In the mean time, at the other extremity of this human 
sea, in the midst of the crushing crowd, another man was 
forcing a passage, with a perseverance almost amounting to 
ferocity. Nothing impeded his indefatigable exertioivsi, — 
neither the blows of those he left behind, the fearful im- 
precations of those he almost stifled in passing, nor the 
wails of the women, for there were many females in this 
crowd. 

To blows he responded with blows ; to imprecations, 
by a look before which the most courageous quailed ; to 
complaints, by a carelessness bordering on disdain. 

At last he arrived behind the powerful young man 
who, so to speak, closed the entrance to the halL In the 
midst of the general expectation — for all were anxious 
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to see how the contest between two such rude antagonists 
would terminate — he essayed his peculiar method, which 
consisted in planting like wedges his elbows between two 
spectators, and thus breaking through the thickest of the 
crowd. 

He was, notwithstanding, a short young man, whose 
wan fiEu^e and emaciated appearance betokened latent 
illness. 

His elbows had scarcely touched the young man before 
him, when he, indignant at the aggression, turned sharply 
round, at the same moment raising his clinched fist, 
which threatened, in falling, to crush the slender form of 
the intruder. 

The two antagonists now found themselves face to face, 
when a cry of recognition escaped from each. 

*' Ah, Citizen Maurice/^ said the delicate young man, 
with an accent of inexpressible anguish, ^'permit me to 
pass ; only let me see her, I entreat you ; you may kill 
me afterward.'* 

Maurice — for it was indeed he — felt himself affected 
by admiration and compassion for this ceaseless devotion, 
this adventurous daring. 

" You here ! " murmured he. " How imprudent 1 " 

"Yes; but I am exhausted — God! she speaks. 
Let me see her ; let me hear her ! " 

Maurice drew aside, and the young man passed before 
him, and being at the head of the crowd there was 
nothing now to intercept the view of him who had 
undergone so many blows, so much buffeting, to attain 
his end. 

All this scene, and the murmurs it occasioned, aroused 
the curiosity of the judges. 

The accused also turned round, and immediately per- 
ceived and recognized the Chevalier. 
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A shudder ran through the queen's frame, seated in 
the iron arm-chair. The examination, conducted hy the 
President Harmand, interpreted by Fouquier Tinville, 
discussed by Ohauveau Lagarde, the counsel for the 
queen, lasted as long as the strength of the judges and 
the accused pennitted. 

During all this time Maurice remained motionless in 
his place, while several times already the concourse was 
renewed both in the hall and the corridors. 

The Chevalier leaned against a pillar. He was no less 
pale than the marble that supported him. 

The day was succeeded by a dark night ; some lighted 
candles on the tables of the jurors, and some smoky 
lamps on the walls of the hall threw a red and sinister 
expression on the noble face of that woman who had 
been the cynosure of all eyes at the splendid f@tes at 
Versailles. 

She was alone there, replying in brief and dignified 
language to the questions of the president, and occasion- 
ally addressing some words to her counsel in a low 
voice. 

Her white and polished forehead retained all its wonted 
haughtiness. She was attired in a black dress, which she 
had worn ever since her husband's death. 

The judges retired from the hall. The sitting had 
terminated. 

"Have I evinced too much contempt for them, sir?** 
said she, addressing herself to Ohauveau Lagarde. 

"Ah, Madame," replied he, "you are always right 
when you act like yourself." 

"How proud she is I*' cried a woman among the 
audience, as if a voice from the people had replied tc 
the question of the unfortunate queen to her advocate. 

The queen turned and looked at her. 
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"Yes," repeated the woman, ^'you are proud, Antoi- 
nette ; and I tell you, pride has been the ruin of you.'* 

The queen blushed. The Chevalier turned toward the 
female who had uttered these words^ and replied softly, 
" She was queen.** 

Maurice seized him by the wrist, saying, in a low tone, 
" Take care ; do not forget yourself ! ** 

" Oh, Monsieur Maurice ! " replied the Chevalier, ** you 
are a man yourself and you know you are speaking to a 
man. Tell me, oh, tell me I do you think they will con- 
demn her 1 " 

" I do not think it,** said Maurice ; " I am sure of it." 

'' What ! a woman ! ** said the Chevalier, with a deep 
groan. 

"No, a queen,'* said Maurice; "you have yourself 
said so.'* 

The Chevalier in his turn seized Maurice by the wrist, 
and with a force of which he appeared incapable com- 
pelled him to bend his ear. It was half-past three in the 
morning. Many vacuums were visible among the spec- 
tators ; and a few lights burning here and there served 
only to render darkness visible. In one of the most ob- 
scure parts of the hall were the Chevalier and Maurice, 
the latter listening to what the former was telling him. 

" Why are you here 1 What brings you here ? " de- 
manded the Chevalier; "you, sir, who have not a tiger's 
heart r* 

" Alas ! " said Maurice, " to discover what has become 
of an unfortunate woman." 

"Yes, yes,*^ said Maison-Rouge ; "she whom her hus- 
band forced into the queen's cell 1 The female who was 
arrested before my eyesi" 

"Genevifevel** 

" Yes, Qeneviive.** 

28 
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** Then Genevieve is a prisoner, saorifioed by her hue- 
band, killed by Dixmer 1 Oh, I comprehend all ; I under- 
stand all now ! Chevalier, tell me all that has occurred ; 
tell me where she is ; tell me where I can find her 1 Cheva- 
lier, this woman constitutes my life ; do you hear me)" 

*' I witnessed all I was there when she was arrested. 
I was there also to effect the escape of the queen ; but our 
different projects not having been communicated to each 
other, injured instead of assisting our mutual cause." 

" Why did you not save her, at least. — your sister, 
Grenevieve 1 ** 

''How could I when an iron bar divided ust Oh, if 
you had only been there, if you had united your efforts 
with mine, the bar must have yielded, and both might 
have been saved ! " 

" Genevieve I Genevieve ! *' murmured Maurice. Then 
regarding Maison-Rouge with an indefinable expression of 
hatred and rage, — 

'' And Dixmer, where is he 1 ** demanded he. 
'' I know not ; he saved himself, as I did also.** 
''Oh I" said Maurice, grinding his teeth, ^if ever I 
meet him — '* 

" Yes ; I understand. But there is nothing yet to de- 
spair about concerning Grenevieve,** said MaisourRouge ; 
" her case is not yet desperate ; but the queen «— > Oh ! 
stop, Maurice, you are a man of feeling, an influential 
man ; you have friends — Oh I I pray to you as I 
would pray to my God — Maurice, help me to savr 
the queen 1 Maurice, Genevieve supplicates you through 
me!'* 

"Pronounce not that name, sir! Who knows but 
that, like Dixmer, you may have sacrificed this unhappy 
woman 1 " 

" Sir,** replied the Chevalier, haughtily, " when I at- 
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tach myself to a cause, I know better than to sacrifice 
any one but myself." 

Maurice was about to reply, when the door of the 
chamber of debate opened. 

" Silence, sir ! silence ! " said the Chevalier, " the judges 
are returning," and Maurice felt the hand tremble which 
Maison-Eouge had placed upon his arm. " Ah ! " mur- 
mured the Chevalier, " my heart fails me now I " 

" Have courage and constrain yourself, or you are lost ! " 
said Maurice. 

The Tribunal re-entered ; and the news of its return 
spread rapidly through the corridors and galleries. The 
crowd again congregated in the hall, and even the dim 
lights appeared to bum brighter at this solemn and de- 
cisive moment. The queen rose and stood erect, haughty 
and immovable, her eyes fixed, her lips closed. The 
decree was then read which doomed the queen to death. 
She heard her sentence without even turning pale or ut- 
tering a sigh ; her countenance evinced not the slightest 
emotion. Then turning toward the Chevalier, she re- 
garded him with a long and eloquent look, as if to indi- 
cate her gratitude to this man whom she had ever seen 
a living statue of devotion, and supported on the arm of 
the officer of the gendarmes who commanded the forces, 
with a calm and dignified demeanor she quitted the 
court. 

Maurice drew a deep sigh. " Thank God ! " said he, 
^ nothing in this declaration can compromise Grenevi^ve ; 
there is yet hope." 

" Thank God ! " murmured the Chevalier on his side, 
'' it is all finished, and the struggle at length terminated. 
I have not strength to go further." 

** Courage, sir !" said Maurice, in a low voice. 

" I will take courage, sir.** replied the Chevalier ; and 
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having shaken hands, thejr disappeared by different out- 
lets. The queen w^ reconducted to the Conciei^rie ; 
the large clock struck four as she entered. At the end 
of Pont Neuf, Maurice was stopped bj Lorin. 

^ Halt ! " said he ; " you do not pass here t ^ 

**Whyr' 

** First, where are you going 1 *' 

'' I am going home. I can return there now, since I 
know what has become of her." 

^* So much the better ; but you must not enter there.** 

" For what reason 1" 

'^ The reason is, that two hours ago the gendarmes 
went there to arrest you.'* 

^^Ah!" cried Maurice. '^Well, that is the greater 
reason why I should go ! " 

" Are you mad 1 And Gteneviive % '• 

" You are right. But where are we to go 1 * 

" Zounds ! To my house." 

"But I. shall ruin you I** 

" The more reason, then, that you should oome/* said 
Lorin, dragging Maurice away with him. 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

THE PRIEST AND THE EXBOUTIONER. 

On leaving the court, the queen had been conducted back 
to the Oonciergerie. On reaching her chamber she had 
taken a pair of scissors, and cut off her long and beautiful 
ringlets, rendered still more so from the absence of pow- 
der, which she had not used for a year ; she enclosed 
them in a packet, on which was inscribed, '' For my son 
and daughter." She then seated herself, or rather sank 
into a chair, and worn out with fetigue, the trial having 
lasted eighteen hours, she fell asleep. At seven o'clock 
the noise of the opening screen roused her suddenly, and 
turning round, she beheld a man perfectly unknown to 
her. 

" What do you want 1 *' demanded she. 

He approached and saluted her as respectfully as if she 
had not been the queen. 

^^ I am called Sanson," said he. 

The name was sufficient The queen slightly shuddered 
and rose up. 

** You are here early, sir ; could you not have made it 
rather later 1" 

" N0| Madame/' replied Sanson ; ** I received orders to 
come.** 

As he uttered these words, he advanced stDl nearer to 
the queen. At this moment everything about this man 
was expressive and terrible. 

'' I understand/' said the prisoner ; '' you wish to oat 
off my hairl" 
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** It is necessary, Madame/' replied the executioner. 

** I knew it, sir ; and I wished to spare you the trouble 
My hair is on the table." 

Sanson followed the direction of the queen's hand. 

" Only," said she, " I should like my hair sent to my 
children to-night." 

''Madame," said Sanson, ''this does not concern 
me." 

" However, I thought — notwithstanding — ^ 

"Oh, I get nothing, replied the executioner; '*the 
clothes, the jewels — unless formally made over to me — 
all go to La Salp^tri^re, and are allotted to the poor of the 
hospital. The Committee of Public Safety has so arranged 
these things." 

"But, sir," persisted Marie Antoinette, "may I at 
least depend upon this packet being forwarded to my 
children r^ 

Sanson remained silent. 

" I will endeavor to send it," said Gilbert. 

The prisoner cast upon him a look of deep gratitude. 

"I came," said Sanson, "to cut off your hair; but 
since you have done so, I can, if you wish it, leave you 
for a moment alone." 

" I entreat you to do so, sir. I wish to collect my 
scattered thoughts, and offer up a prayer." 

Sanson bowed and retired, whea the queen once more 
found herself in solitude. While the condemned knelt on 
a low chair which served her as a prie^dieuj a scene no 
less terrible was passing in the parsonage of the small 
church of Saint Landry, in the city. The cur^ had just 
got up; the old housekeeper had prepared the bumble 
morning meal, when a loud summons at the gate was 
heard. Even in our day, an unexpected visit to a clergy- 
man is in general the precursor of some serious event, — 
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either a baptism^ a marriage '^in extremis," or a last 
confession; but at this epoch the visit of a stranger 
announced some matter of far graver import. Indeed^ 
at this period the priest was no longer the mandatary of 
God, but rendered his account to man. 

However, the Abb^ Girard was of the number of those 
who had least cause for fear, as he had sworn to abide by 
the Constitution, — in him conscience and probity had 
spoken louder than either self-love or religious spirit. 
No doubt the Abb^ Girard admitted the possibility of 
improvement in the government, and much regretted the 
abuses committed under the name of the Divine will, and 
had, while retaining his God, accepted the fraternity of 
the Eepublican regime. 

" Go and see, Dame Jacinthe," said he, " who disturbs - 
us at this early hour ; and if the business is of no very 
pressing nature, say that this morning I have been sent 
for to the Conciergerie, and must go there directly." 

Dame Jacinthe, formerly called Madeleine, had ac- 
cepted this flowery appellation in lieu of her own, as the 
Abb^ Girard had taken the title of citizen instead of that 
of cur^. At the suggestion of her master, Jacinthe has- 
tened down the steps of the little garden leading to the 
entrance gate. She drew back the bolts, when a thin, 
pale young man, much agitated, but with a frank and 
amiable expression, presented himself before her. 

" Monsieur V Ahh6 Girard ? *' said he. 

Jacinthe, not slow to remark the disordered dress, the 
neglected beard, and the nervous tremor of the new- 
comer, augured unfavorably of him. 

"Citizen/ said she; "there is here neither 'Mon- 
sieur' nor 'abbe.'" 

" Pardon me, Madame,** replied the young man ; " I 
meant to say the Cur^ of Saint Landry.** 
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Jacinthe, notwithstanding her patriotism^ was struck 
by the title ''Madame/' with which the Eepublicans 
would not have honored an empress. She, however^ 
replied, — 

''You cannot see him now; he is repeating his 
breviary.** 

" In that case I will wait,** replied the young man. 

"But,** said Jacinthe, in whom this obstinate persis- 
tence revived her first unfavorable impression, " you will 
wait in vain ; for he has been summoned to the Concier- 
gerie, and must go there immediately.** 

The young man turned frightfully pale, or rather from 
pale to livid. 

" It is then true ! " murmured he ; then raising his 
voice, "This, Madame, is the business which brings me 
to the Citizen Girard.'* 

And in spite of the old woman he had, while speaking, 
effected an entrance ; then coolly but firmly closing the 
bolts, and notwithstanding the expostulations and even 
menaces of Dame Jacinthe, he not only entered the 
house, but also the chamber of the curd, who on perceiv- 
ing him uttered an exclamation of surprise. 

" Forgive me, Monsieur le Cure,*' immediately said the 
young man ; " I wish to , speak to you on a very serious 
subject; permit us to be alone." 

The aged priest had experienced deep sorrow, and 
knew what it was to endure. He discerned deep and 
devouring passion in the confusion of the young man, 
and intense emotion in his fevered tones. 

" Leave us. Dame Jacinthe ! ** said he. 

The visitor impatiently followed with his eyes the 
receding steps of the housekeeper, who, from being ac- 
customed to the confidence of her master, hesitated to 
comply; then when at length the door was closed. 
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•'Monsieur le Cur^,'' said the unknown, "you will first 
wish to know who I am. I will tell you. I am a pro* 
scribed man, doomed to death, who only at this moment 
lives from the power of audacity ; I am the Chevalier de 
Maison-Rouge." 

The abbe started in horror from his arm-chair. 

'^Fear nothing 1" said the Chevalier, ''no one has 
seen me enter here; and even those who might have seen 
me would never know me. I have altered much these 
last two months." 

"But what do you wish, Citizen T' asked the cur^. 

" You are going this morning to the Conciergerie, are 
you notr* 

" Yes ; the porter has sent for me." 

" Do you know why 1 " 

"To perform the duties of my sacred office to an 
invalid, or some dying person, perhaps even to one 
condemned." 

" You are right ; it is to one condemned." 

The old priest regarded the Chevalier with undisguised 
astonishment. 

'^But do you know who this person ist" demanded 
Maison-Rouge. 

" No ; I do not know." 

" This person is the queen ! " 

The abb^ uttered an exclamation of grief. 

« The queen ! Oh, my God ! " 

" Yes, sir ; the queen ! I made inquiry as to the priest 
who would attend her, and learned it was you. I there- 
fore came directly to seek an interview." 

"But what do you require of mel" asked the priest, 
alarmed at the wild accents of the Chevalier. 

" I wish — I wish nothing, sir. I implore, I entreat, 
I supplicate you I" 
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" For what, then 1" 

** To allow me to enter with you into the presence of 
her Majesty 1" 

" You are mad ! ** exclaimed the curd ; "you would not 
only ruin me, but would sacrifice yourself." 

"Fear nothing." 

" The poor woman is condemned, and that is the end 
of her." 

" I know it, and it is not to make any attempt to save 
her that I wish to see her ; it is — But listen to me, 
my father ; you are not listening." 

" I do not listen to you, since what you ask is impos- 
sible ; I do not listen to you, since you act like a man 
bereft of his senses," said the aged man. " I do not 
listen to you, because you terrify me." 

"Father, reassure yourself," said the young man, en- 
deavoring to calm himself; "believe me, Father, I am in 
my senses. The queen, I know, is lost ; but if I could 
only for an instant prostrate myself at her feet, it would 
save my life. If I do not see her I shall kill myself; and 
as you will have caused my despair, you will at the same 
moment destroy both body and souL" 

" My son ! my son ! " replied the priest, ** you ask me 
to sacrifice my life for you 1 Old as I am, my existence 
is still necessary to the unfortunate ; old as I am, to pre- 
cipitate my own death is to commit suicide." 

"Do not refuse me, Father," replied the Chevalier; 
" you must have a curate, an acolyte ; take me, let mo 
go with you." 

The priest tried to maintain his firmness, which was 
beginning to give way. 

"No, no 1 " said he ; "this would be a dereliction of 
duty ; I have sworn to the Constitution, and I am bound 
heart, soid, and conscience. The unhappy woman con* 
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demned to death is a guilty queen. I would accept death, 
if bj 80 doing I could benefit a fellow-creature ^ but I will 
not depart from the path of duty." 

" But," cried the Chevalier, " when I tell you, and 
again repeat, even swear to you, I do not want to save 
the queen ; here by the Gospel, by the crucifix, I swear I 
do not go to the Conciergerie to prevent her death ! " 

"What is your motive, then]*' said the old man, 
affected by such undisguised accents of despair. 

" Hearken ! " said the Chevalier, whose soul seemed to 
speak from his lips ; " she was my benefactress ; she is 
attached to me ; to see me in her last moments will I feel 
sure prove a consolation to her." 

" And this is all that you desire ? " demanded the enr6, 
yielding to these irresistible accents. 

"Absolutely alL*' 

" And you have woven no plot to attempt to rescue 
the condemned 1 " 

" None. I am a Christian, Father ; and if there rests 
in my heart a shadow of deceit ; if I entertain any hope 
of her life, or try in any way to save it, — may God visit 
me with eternal damnation ! " 

" No, no ! " said the cure ; " I can promise nothing," as 
the innumerable dangers attendant on an act so impru- 
dent returned to his mind. 

" Now listen to me, Father ! ** said the Chevalier, in a 
voice hoarse with emotion ; " I have spoken like a sub- 
missive child ; I have not uttered one bitter word or un- 
charitable sentiment; no menace has escaped my lips. 
Yet now my head whirls ; fever bums in my veins ; now 
despair gnaws my heart; now I am armed. Behold! 
here is my dagger.'* And the young man drew from his 
bosom a polished blade which threw a livid reflection on 
his trembling hand. The ciu*e drew back quickly. 
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'' Fear nothing," said the Chevalier, with a mournful 
smile ; ** others, knowing you to be so strict an observer of 
your word, would have terrified you into an oath. But 
no ! I have supplicated, and I still continue to supplicate, 
with hands clasped, my forehead in the dust, that I may 
see her for a single moment. Look ! here is your guaran- 
tee ! " And he drew from his pocket a billet which he pre- 
sented to Girard, who opened it and read as follows : — 

I, "Reni, Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, declare by God and 
my honor, that I have by threats of death compelled the worthy 
cur6 of Saint Landry to convey me to the Conciergerie, not- 
withstanding his refusal and great repugnance to do so. In 
proof of which I have signed— 

Maison-Eougb. 

" It is well," said the priest ; " but swear to me once 
again that you will be guilty of no imprudence. It is not 
sufficient that my life is saved, I am answerable also for 
yours." 

" Think not of that," said the Chevalier. ^* Then you 
consent 1 " 

" I must, since you so absolutely insist. You can wait 
outside, and when she comes to the wicket you will see 
her.'' 

The Chevalier seized the hand of the old priest and 
kissed it with all the ardor and respect he would have 
kissed the crucifix. 

•* Oh ! " murmured the Chevalier, " she shall die at 
least like a queen, and the hand of the executioner shall 
never touch her!" 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THB CART. 

Imhediatblt after having obtained this permission from 
the cor^ of Saint Laudrj, Maison-Rouge withdrew into a 
cabinet, the door of which, being half opened, he had re- 
cognized as the priest's dressing-room. There his long 
beard and mustaohios speedily disappeared under the 
stroke of the razor; and then only he was fully aware of 
his frightful pallor and altered appearance. It was terri- 
ble to behold. He re-entered perfectly calm, and seemed 
to have forgotten that notwithstanding the absence of his 
beard and mustachios, he mi^t still probably be known 
at the Conciergerie. He followed the abb^, whom, dur- 
ing his momentary absence, two officials were seeking; 
and with the cool audacity which disarms suspicion, en- 
tered the iron gate at this time opening into the court 
of the Palace. He was, like the Abb^ Girard, dressed in 
black, ~> sacerdotal habits at that period being abolished. 

In the register-office they found about fifty persons as- 
sembled; some employed about the prison, some depu- 
ties, some commissaries, all waiting in the expectation of 
seeing the queen pass ; there might be some mandataries 
and many idlers. Maison-Rouge's heart beat so violently 
when he found himself opposite the wicket that he heard 
not even the parley that ensued between the abb6, the 
gendarmes, and the porter. Only a man with a pair of 
scissors in his hand and a piece of stuff newly out pushed 
against Maison-Bouge upon the threshold* He turned 
round and recognized the executioner. 
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<< What do you want, Citizen ) " demanded Sanson. 

The Chevalier endeavored to repress the shudder which, 
in spite of himself, ran through his veins. 

^^You see, Citizen Sanson," replied the Chevalier, '*that 
I accompany the cure of Saint Landry." 

" Oh, very well ! " said the executioner, drawing him- 
self on one side, and giving orders to his assistant. 

During this time Maison-Rouge had passed into the 
interior of the office, and from there into the compart- 
ment inhabited by the two gendarmes. 

These men were overcome by contending emotions. 
Proud and haughty as she had been to others, she had 
ever been gentle and condescending to them. They 
seemed more like her servants than her guards. 

In his present position the Chevalier could not obtain 
a view of the queen, — the screen was closed. It had been 
opened to give entrance to the cur^, but directly closed 
behind him. When the Chevalier entered, the conversa- 
tion had already commenced. 

" Sir," said the queen, in a clear and firm voice, '^ since 
you have sworn allegiance to the Republic — in whose 
name they have condemned me to death — I have no 
confidence in you. We do not even worship the same 
God!" 

" Madame," said Girard, struck by this disdainful pro- 
fession of £Etith, " a Christian about to die should dismiss 
all hatred from her heart, and ought not to repulse her 
God, under whatever form he may be presented to her." 

Maison-Rouge advanced a step to open the screen, hop- 
ing that when she saw him, and knew what brought him, 
she would change her opinion in regard to the cure ; but 
the gendarmes detected the movement. 

'' But," said Maison-Rouge, *' I am the acolyte of the 
cur6 — " 
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'^Then, since she refuses the cur^/' said Duchesne, 
" she does not require you." 

" But still, perhaps she may accept me/' said he, rais- 
ing his voice ; '' it is impossible she would refuse me." 
But Marie Antoinette was too much engrossed by the 
sentiment which agitated her either to hear or recognize 
the Chevalier's voice. 

" Go, sir ! " continued she ; " leave me I " addressing 
Girard ; "since at this time we in France live under the 
r^ime of liberty, I claim the right to die according to 
my own fashion." 

Girard offered some resistance. 

^ Leave me, sir I ** said she. " I desire you to leave 
me." 

Girard endeavored to speak. 

** I will not hear you ; leave me t " said she, with the 
gesture of Marie Th^rese. 

Girard went out. 

Maison-Rouge essayed to gain a glimpse of her through 
the opening in the screen ; but the prisoner had turned 
her back. The executioner's assistant crossed before the 
cur^; he came in holding a cord in his hand. The 
two gendarmes pushed the Chevalier toward the door ; 
amazed, despairing, and utterly bewildered, before he had 
been able to utter a cry or make the slightest movement 
to effect his purpose, he found himself with the cur^ in 
the corridor of the turnkey. This corridor brought them 
again into the register-office, where the news of the queen's 
refusal had already circulated, and where the Austrian 
pride of Marie Antoinette was to some the pretext of the 
coarsest invectives, and to others the subject of secret 
admiration. 

" Go ! " said Richard to the abb^, " return home, since 
si e repulses you, and let her die as she likes." 
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••Well, she is in the right," said Bichard's wife, ••and 
I would act in the same way." 

•• Then you would do wrong, Madame," said the cur^. 

••Be silent," said the keeper, opening his eyes very 
wide ,• " what does it concern you % Go, Abb^, go ! " 

*• No," said Girard, *• no ; I will, notwithstanding all, 
accompany her; one word, only one word, if she will 
listen, .might bring her back to duty ; besides, I am sent 
by the order of the Commune, and I must discharge my 
office." 

" Send back your sexton, then," brutally observed the 
adjutant-major, commandant of the armed forces. He 
was a former actor at the Commie Fran9aise, named 
Grammont. The eyes of the Chevalier flashed lightning, 
as he mechanically thrust his hand into his breast, where 
Girard knew he had the poniard. He checked him with 
a suppliant look. 

•• Spare my life,* said he, in a low voice ; ** you see 
that your cause is ruined ; do not destroy yourself with 
her. I will mention you to her on the route; I swear to 
you I will tell her you risked your life that you might 
see her once more on earth." 

These words calmed the eflervescence of the young 
man, and the ordinary reaction taking place, he sank 
into a state of quiescence. This man of heroic mind, 
of marvellous power, had arrived at the termination of 
both strength and will, and glided irresolute, or rather 
exhausted and vanquished, into a state of torpor that 
might have been imagined to be the precursor of death. 

••Yes, I believe," said he, "it should be thus: the 
cross for Jesus, the scaffold for her, — gods and kings drink 
deep of the chalice presented to them by men." This 
thought produced resignation ; and now, totally pros- 
trated, he allowed himself to be pushed without offering 
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any resistance, except an occasional involuntary groan, 
to the outer gate, passive as Ophelia when, devoted to 
death, she found herself borne away by the remorseless 
waves. 

At the bottom of the gates and at the doors of the 
Conciergerie, a crowd was assembled, which unless once 
seen it was impossible to describe. Impatience ruled 
every passion; and each passion spoke its own language; 
and these combined formed an immense and prolonged 
uproar, as if the whole noise and the entire population of 
Paris were on this occasion concentrated in the quarter 
of the Palais de Justice. 

In front of this crowd the whole army was ertcamped, 
with guns intended to guard the procession, and also to 
secure the privilege of those who came to witness the 
last act of the tragedy. 

It would have been vain to attempt to pierce this deep 
rampart, increasing gradually, since the condemnation of 
the queen was now known not only at Paris, but by the 
patriots of the faubourgs. 

Maison-Rouge, expelled from the Conciergerie, natu- 
rally found himself in the first rank among the soldiers, 
who instantly demanded who he was. He replied, " he 
was the vicar of the Abbd Girard, but having bound him- 
self by the same oath, he, like the cure, had been dis- 
missed and refused by the queen ; " on which the soldiers, 
in their turn, pushed him into the first row of spectators, 
where he was again compelled to repeat what he had 
previously told them. 

Then the cry arose, ^ He ha^ just- left I " ** He has seen 
her!" "What did she say r* " What did she do?" 
" Is she as haughty as usual 1 " " Is she cast down 1 ** 
" Does she weep 1 " The Chevalier replied to all these 
questions in a feeble but sweet and affable tone ; as if this 
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voice was the last manifestation of life suspended on hk 
lips. His answer was couched in the language of truth 
and simplicity. It contained an eulogium on the firm- 
ness of Marie Antoinette ; and that which he, recounted 
with the simplicity and faith of an evangelist cast sorrow 
and remorse over many hearts. 

When he spoke of the little dauphin, and of Madame 
Royale ; of this queen without a throne ; of this wife 
without a husband ; this mother bereft of her children ; 
this woman alone and abandoned, without a friend, sur- 
rounded by executioners, — more than one face here i^d 
there assumed a sad expression, and more than one tear 
of regret was clandestinely wiped from eyes a moment 
before animated by hatred. 

The Palace clock struck eleven. All murmuring at this 
moment ceased. One hundred thousand human beings 
counted these strokes, echoed by the pulsations of their 
own hearts. 

When the last vibration had ceased and died away in 
the distance, a loud noise was heard within the gates, and 
at the same time a cart, advancing from the side of the 
Quai aux Fleurs, broke through the crowd, then the 
guards, and drew up at the bottom of the steps. 

The queen soon appeared at the top of the staircase. 
Looks expressive of all kinds of passion were bent upon 
her; the mob stood in breathless expectation. The 
queen's hair was cut short ; the greater portion had turned 
gray during her captivity, and this shade of silver ren- 
dered still more delicate the mother-of-pearl pallor which 
at this moment lent an almost angelic beauty to this 
daughter of the Csesars. She was attired in a white robe, 
and her hands were fastened behind her back. When 
she appeared with the Abb^ Girard on her right, who 
notwithstanding all opposition would still accompany her. 
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and the executioner on her left, both dressed in black, 
there ran throughout the crowd a murmur^ of which God 
alone, who reads all hearts, could comprehend and sum 
up the tnith. 

A man passed between the executioner and Marie 
Antoinette ; it was Grammont He conducted her to the 
fatal car. The queen recoiled. 

** Mount ! " cried Grammont. 

This word was distinctly heard by alL Emotion held 
every breath suspended on the lips of the spectators. A 
blush suffused the face of the queen, mounting even to 
the roots of her hair, but it immediately disappeared, and 
her face resumed its former death-like hue. 

*' Why a car for me," said she, " when the king had a 
carriage to convey him to the scaffold 1 ** 

The Abbe Girard advanced, and addressed a few words 
to her in a low tone ; doubtless he condemned this last 
utterance of royal pride. The queen remained silent, but 
tottered so much that Sanson held out his arms to sup- 
port her ; but she recovered her self-possession before he 
could touch her. She then descended the staircase, while 
the assistants placed a foot-board behind the car. The 
queen entered first ; the abb^ followed her. 

When the car was in motion it caused a great move- 
ment in the assemblage; and the soldiers at the same 
time, ignorant of its cause, united their efforts to push 
back the crowd, and consequently, a large space was 
cleared between the people and the vehicle of death, 
when suddenly a mournful howling was heard. The queen 
started, and instantly rose, looking around her. She then 
saw her little dog, which had been lost for two months, 
and which, unable to follow her into the Conciergerie, 
regardless of kicks, blows, and thrusts, now rushed 
toward the car; but almost directly poor Jet, emaciated. 
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starviogy and bruised^ disappeared under the horses^ feet 
The queen followed him with her eyes; she could not 
speak, for her voice was drowned in the noise ; she could 
not point her finger toward him, for her hands were tied ; 
and had she been able to do either, who would have re- 
garded her 1 Having closed her eyes for an instant, she 
soon revived. He was in the arms of a pale young man, 
who, standing on a cannon, was conspicuous above the 
crowd, and whose natural stature seemed enlarged from 
the unspeakable elevation of the sentiments with which 
he was animated, while he saluted the queen and pointed 
to heaven. Marie Antoinette looked upward and smiled 
sweetly. 

The Chevalier uttered a groan, as if this smile had 
broken his heart ; and as the fatal car turned toward the 
Pont-au-Change, he fell back among the crowd, and 
disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XUX. 

THE SCAFFOLD. 

Upov the Place de la Revolution, leaning against a lamp- 
post, two men were waiting. Of those who followed with 
the crowd, some were carried to the Place du Palais, others 
to the Place de la Revolution, while the rest spread^ 
impatient and tumultuous, over the whole road separating 
the two places. They were waiting until the queen should 
reach the instrument o£ punishment, which, defaced by the 
sun and storm, worn by the hand of the executioner, and, 
most horrible I blunted by too frequent contact with its 
victims, reared its head with a sinister pride over the 
subjacent mass, like a queen ruling her people. The two 
men, arm-in-arm, and speaking by fits and starts, with 
pale lips and contracted brows, were Lorin and Maurice. 
Lost in the crowd, but not in a way calculated to excite 
suspicion, they continued iu a low tone their conversation, 
which was perhaps not the least interesting one then cir- 
culating among the vanous groups which, like an electric 
chain, a living sea, was agitated from the Pont-au-Change 
to the Pont de la Revolution. 

The idea we have expressed regarding the scaffold 
seemed to have struck them both. 

** See," said Maurice, '^ how the hideous monster rears 
her red arms ; might it not be said that she calls us, and 
grins at us through her wicket as if it was her horrid 
mouth r' 

^ I," said Lorin, " must confess I do not belong to the 
jchool of poetry which sees everything blood-color. I see 
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everything couleuT'd&rosef and even at the foot of that 
.dreadful machine I should sing and hope stilL *Dum 
.gpiro spero.* " 

" You hope when they murder women 1 ** 

"Maurice," said Lorin, "child of the Revolution, do 
not deny your mother ! Ah I Maurice, remain a stanch 
and loyal patriot. She who is condemned to die is unlike 
all other women ; she is the evil genius of France." 

** Oh, it is not she that I regret ; it is not for her I 
-weep I " cried Maurice. 

" Yes ; I understand, it is Genevieve.** 

^'Ahf said Maurice, " there is one thought that 
4irives me mad I It is that Grenevieve is in the hands 
of those purveyors to the guillotine, Hebert and Foii- 
.quier TinviUe, — in the hands of the men who sent here 
-the poor H^oise, and are now sending the proud Marie 
Antoinette." 

" Well ! " said Lorin, " it is this very fact that inspires 
me with hope. When the rage of the people has feasted 
. on two tyrants it will be satiated for some time at least, — 
like the boa-constrictor, which requires three months to di- 
gest what he has devoured. Then the popular rage will 
swallow no more ; and as is said by the prophets of the 
faubourg, 'the lesser morsels will be no longer palatable.* '* 

*^ Lorin ! Lorin ! " said Maurice, *' I am more positive 
than you, and I say it in a whisper, but am ready to repeat 
it aloud, — Lorin, I hate the new queen who seems des- 
tined to succeed the Austrian, whom she destroys. It is 
^a sad queen whose purple is daily dyed in blood, and to 
whom Sanson is prime minister.'* 

" Bah I we shall escape her.*' 

** 1 do not think so," said Maurice, shaking his head ; 
^* to avoid being arrested at your house we have no re- 
/source but to live in the street.** 
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"Bah ! we can quit Paris ; there is nothing to prevent 
us. We need not complain. My uncle will await us at 
Saint Omer ; money, passport, nothing will be wanting. 
There exists not the gendarme who shall arrest us ; what 
do you think 1 We remain in Paris because we choose to 
do so." 

" No ; that is not correct, excellent friend, devoted and 
faithful as you are— You remain because I wish to 
continue here." 

" And you wish to remain to discover Genevieve. Well J 
nothing is more simple, just, or natural. You think she 
is in prison ; nothing more probable. You wish to keep 
watch over her, and on that account we cannot quit 
Paris.*' 

Maurice drew a deep sigh ; it was evident his thoughts 
were wandering. 

" Do you remember the death of Louis XVI] ** said he* 
" I can see him yet, pale with pride and emotion. I was 
then one of the chiefs of this crowd, in whose folds I con- 
ceal myself to-day, I was greater at the foot of the scaf- 
fold than the king upon it had ever been. What a 
change, Lorin ! and when one thinks that nine short 
months have sufficed to work this change ! ** 

**Nine months of love, Maurice— Love ruined 
Troy!" 

Maurice sighed; his wandering thoughts now took 
another direction. 

" Poor Maison-Kouge," said he ; " this is a sad day for 
him!** 

" Alas ! ** said Lorih, " shall I tell you what appears 
to me the most melancholy thing about revolutions 1 " 

" Yes,** said Maurice. 

" It is that one often has for friends those we should pre- 
fer as enemies ; and for enemies those we would wish — ** 
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** There is one thing I can hardly believe,** interrupted 
Maurice. 

"What?" 

" It is that he will not invent some project, though the 
most hopeless, to save the queen." 

^' What ! one man stronger than a hundred thousand ! " 

*^ I said, ' though the most hopeless*' I know that to 
save Genevieve — ** Lorin frowned. 

^*I again tell you, Maurice," said he, "you are wild ! 
No; even were it possible for you to save Genevieve, 
you would not become a bad citizen. But enough of 
this, Maurice ; they are listening to us. Look how the 
heads undulate ; see ! there is Sanson's valet raising him- 
self from under his basket, and looking in the distance. 
The Austrian arrives." 

In short, as if to accompany this undulation which 
Ldrin had remarked, a shuddering, prolonged and in« 
creasing, pervaded the crowd. It was one of those hurri- 
canes which commence with a whistle and terminate with 
a bellow. Maurice raised himself by the help of the lamp- 
post, and looked toward the Eue Saint Honor^. 

" Yes," said he shuddering ; ** there she is." And 
another machine now made its appearance, almost as 
revolting as the guillotine. It was the fatal car. 

On the right and left glittered the arms of the escort ; 
while in front marched Grammont, replying with flashes 
of his sabre to the shouts and cries of some fanatics. But 
•ever as the cart advanced these cries subsided under the 
haughty courage of the condemned. 

Never had a countenance commanded more respect ; 
never had Marie Antoinette looked more the queen. Her 
proud courage struck terror into those around her. 

Indifferent to the exhortations of the Abb^ Girard, 
who despite of her opposition accompanied her, her faoe 
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moved neither to the right nor left ; her deep thought 
was as immutable as her look ; even the jolting motion 
of the cart upon the uneven pavement did not by its 
violence disturb the rigidity of her demeanor. She might 
have been taken for a marble statue conveyed in the car^ 
had it not been for her brilliant eyes, and her hair wav- 
ing in the wind. 

A sileuce equal to that of the desert fell suddenly upon 
the three hundred thousand spectators of this scene, wit- 
nessed by the heaveus for the first time by the light of 
the sun. 

In the place where Maurice and Lorin were standing 
they heard the creaking of the axles and the snorting of 
the horses. 

The car stopped at the foot of the scaffold. 

The queen, who doubtless was not thinking of this 
moment, recalled herself, and understood it all; she 
threw a haughty glance upon the crowd, and again 
beheld the pale young man she had previously seen 
standing on the cannon. He was now mounted on a 
wall, and repeated the respectful salutation he had before 
offered her as she left the Conciergerie. He then disap- 
peared. Many persons seeing him, it was soon reported, 
from his being dressed in black, that a priest was in at- 
tendance on Marie Antoinette, to give her absolution ere 
she ascended the scaffold. 

Further than that no one disturbed the Chevalier. In 
moments of highest concern, certain things are treated 
with marked deference. 

The queen cautiously descended the steps from the 
car, supported by Sanson, who to the last moment, in 
accomplishing the task to which he himself appeared to 
be condemned, treated her with the greatest respect. 

As the queen walked toward the steps of the scaffold 
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«ome of the horses reared, and several of the foot-guards 
And soldiers appeared to oscillate and lose their equilib- 
rium ; then a shadow was seen to glide under the scaffold ; 
but tranquillity was almost instantaneously re-established, 
since no one was willing to quit his place at this solemn 
moment, — no one was willing to lose the minutest detail 
of the dreadful tragedy about to be accomplished. All 
-eyes were directed toward the condemned. 

The queen was already on the platform of the scaffold. 
The priest still continued to address her; an assistant 
moved her gently forward, while another removed the 
scarf from her shoulders. 

Marie Antoinette felt the touch of the infamous hand 
upon her neck, and making a sudden "movement trod 
upon Sanson's foot, who, without her having seen him, 
was engaged in fixing her to the fatal plank. Sanson 
drew back his foot. 

*^ Excuse me, sir," said the queen ; " I did not do it 
intentionally." 

These were the last words pronounced by the daugh- 
ter of the Caesars, the queen of France, the widow of 
Louis XVL 

As the clock of the Tuileries struck a quarter after 
twelve, the queen was launched into eternity. 

A terrible cry — a cry comprising at once joy, terror, 
sorrow, triumph, expiation — rose like a storm, drowning 
a feeble burst of lamentation which at the same moment 
issued from beneath the scaffold. 

The gendarmes heard it notwithstanding, feeble as it 
was, and advanced some steps in front. The crowd, now 
less compact, expanded like a river whose dike has been 
enlarged, threw down the fence, dispersed the guards, 
and rushed like the returning tide to beat the foot of the 
scaffold, which was already shaking. 
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All wished for a nearer view of the remains of that 
royalty which they believed, root and branch, forever 
exterminated in France. 

But the gendarmes had another object in view,— they' 
sought the shadow which had repassed their lines, and 
glided beneath the scaffold. 

Two of them returned leading between them by the- 
collar a pale young man, whose hand held a blood-stained 
handkerchief, which he pressed to his heart ; he was fol- 
lowed by a little spaniel howling piteously. 

** Death to the aristocrat ! death to the noble ! " cried 
some men of the people ; " he has dipped his handker- 
chief in the Austrian's blood, — to death with him I ** 

" Good Heavens ! " said Maurice . to Lorin, " do you 
recognize him 1 Do you recognize him *? " 

" Death to the royalist ! " repeated the madmen ; 
" take away the handkerchief he wishes to preserve as a 
relic ! wrest it from him ! tear it from him ! " 

A haughty smile flitted across the young man's lips, he 
tore open his shirt, bared his breast, and dropped the 
handkerchief, 

" Gentlemen," said he, " this blood is not the queen's, 
but my own. Let me die in peace ; " and a deep, gush- 
ing wound appeared widely gaping under the left breast.^ 
The crowd uttered one cry and retired. The young man 
sank slowly upon his knees, and gazed upon the scaffold 
as a martyr looks upon the altar. 

" Maison-Rouge ! " whispered Lorin to Maurice. 

" Adieu I " murmured the young man, bowing his 
head with an angelic smile, — " adieu ! or rather, am 
revoir/^* and he expired in the midst of the stupefied 
guards. 

"There is still this expedient, Lorin," said Maurice^ 
** before becoming an unworthy citizen." 
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The little spaniel turned toward the oorpBe, terrified 
and howling lamentably. 

*' Whjy there is Jet," said a man^ holding a lai^ club 
in his hand, — ** why, there is Jet ; come here, old 
fellow." 

The dog advanced toward him, but was scarcely with- 
in arm's length of the man who had called him, when the 
brutal wretch raised his club and dashed out his brains, 
et the same time bursting into a hoarse laugh. 

" Cowardly wretch I ** cried Maurice. 

" Silence I ** whispered Lorin, " or we are lost. It is 
Simon." 
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CHAPTEK L 

THB VISIT TO THB DOiaOILB. 

LoBiN and Maurice returned to their home: but the 
latter^ in order not to compromise his ftiend too openly, 
usually absented himself during the day, and returned at 
night. 

In the midst of these events, being present at the 
removal of the prisoners to the Conciergerie, he watched 
daily for the sight of Genevieve, not having been yet 
able to discover her place of imprisonment. Lorin, since 
his visit to Fouquier Tinville, had succeeded in convincing: 
Maurice that on the first ostensible act he was lost, and 
would then have sacrificed himself without having bene- 
fited Genevieve ; and Maurice, who would willingly have 
thrown himself into prison in the hope of being united to 
his mistress, became prudent from the fear of being sep- 
arated from her forever. 

He went every morning from the Carmelites to Port 
Libre, from the ^adelonnettes to Saint Lazare, from La 
Force to the Luxembourg ; he stationed himself before the 
prisons to watch the cars as they came out to convey the 
accused to the Eevolutionary Tribunal. Then when he 
had scanned the victims, he proceeded to the other prisons 
to prosecute this hopeless search, for he soon became aware 
that the activity of ten men would prove inadequate to 
keep watch over the thirty-three prisons which Paris could 
boast of at this period. He therefore contented himself 
by going daily to the Tribunal, there to await the appear- 
ance of Genevi^vei 
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He was already beginning to despair. Indeed, what 
hope was there for a person arrested and condemned) 
Sometimes the Tribunal, whose sittings commenced at 
ten o'clock, had condemned twenty or thirty people by 
four o'clock : those first condemned had six hours to 
live, but the last, sentenced at a quarter to four, fell 
at half-past beneath the axe. To resign himself to such 
a fate for Crenevieve, would be to grow weary in his 
battle against destiny. 

Oh, if he had known beforehand of the imprisonment 
of Genevieve, how Maurice would have baffled the blind, 
human justice of this epoch ; how easily and promptly 
would he have torn Genevieve from prison ! Never were 
escapes more easy ; and it may be said, never were they 
80 rare. All the nobles, once placed in prison, installed 
themselves there as in a chateau, and died at leisure. 
To fly was like evading a duel ; the women even blushed 
at liberty acquired at this price. 

But Maurice would not have shown himself so scrupu- 
lous. To kill the dogs, to bribe a door-keeper, what more 
simple ) Genevieve was not one of those splendid names 
calculated to attract general attention. She would not 
dishonor herself by flying, and besides — when could 
she be disgraced! 

Oh, how bitterly he thought of the gardens of Port 
Libre, so easy to scale ; the chambers of Madelonnettes, 
80 easy of access to the street ; the low walls of the Lux- 
embourg, and the dark corridors of the Carmelites, where 
a resolute man could so easily penetrate by opening a 
window. 

But was Geaevi^ve in one of these prisons t 

Then, devoured by doubt, and worn out with anxiety, 
he loaded Dixmer with imprecations ; he threatened; and 
nourished his liatrad against this man, whose cowardly 
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vengeance concealed itself under an apparent devotion to 
the royal cause. 

**I shall find him out too," thought Maurice ; '* for if 
he wishes to save the unhappy woman, he will show him- 
self; if he wishes to ruin her, he will insult her. I 
shall find him out^ the scoundrel ! and it will be an evil 
day for him ! " 

On the morning of the day when the events occurred 
which we are about to relate, Maurice went out early to 
take his usual station at the Revolutionary Tribunal, leav- 
ing Lorin asleep. 

Lorin was suddenly awakened by a loud noise at the 
door, the voices of women and the butt-ends of guns. He 
threw aroimd him the startled glance of a surprised man 
who wished to convince himself that nothing that could 
compromise him was in view. Four sectionaries, two gen- 
darmes, and a commissary entered at the same moment. 
This visit was sufGiciently significant, and Lorin hastened 
to dress himself. 

" Do you come to arrest me 1 ** said he. 

" Yes, Citizen Lorin." 

"What fori" 

" Because you are suspected." 

« Ah, all right ! " 

The commissary scribbled some words at the bottom of 
the warrant for arrest. 

" Where is your friend ? " he inquired. 

« What friend?" 

" The Citizen Maurice Lindey." 

" At home, probably." 

** No ; he lodges here." 

" Ha I go along 1 Search, and if you find — *• 

" Here is the denunciation," interrupted the commish 
sary, ** it is plain enough ; " offering Lorin a paper in 
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vile writing and enigmatical orthography. It stated that 
every morning the Citizen Lindey, suspected and ordered 
for arrest, was seen going out of the Citizen Lorin's house. 
The denunciation was signed " Simon.'' 

" Why," said Lorin, "the cobbler will lose his custom if 
he follows two trades at the same time, — a spy and boot- 
mender. He is a Csesar^ this Monsieur Simon/' and he 
burst into a fit of laughter. 

"The Citizen Maurice, where is he?" asked the com- 
missary. " We summon you to deliver him up." 

" When I tell you he is not here ! " 

The commissary passed into the chamber adjoining, 
then ascended to the loft where Lorin's official slept, and 
at last opened a lower apartment, but found no trace 
of Maurice. But upon the dining-room table a recently 
written letter attracted the attention of the commissary. 
It was from Maurice^ who had deposited it there on leav- 
ing in the morning without awakening his friend. 

'* I go to the Tribunal," said Maurice ; " take breakfast 
without me. I shall not return till night." 

" Citizens," said Lorin, ** however anxious I may feel 
to obey your commands, I cannot follow you undressed. 
Allow my official to assist me." 

" Aristocrat," said a voice, " do you require assistance 
to put on your breeches ] " 

"Oh, goodness! yes," said Lorin; "I resemble the 
Citizen Dagobert, — mind, I did not say king." 

" Well, dress," said the commissary ; " but make haste ! " 

The official came down to help his master to dress. 
However, it was not exactly that Lorin required a valet* 
de-chambre ; it was that nothing might escape the notice 
of the official, and that consequently he might detail 
everything to Maurice. 
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"Now, gentlemen, — pardon, Citizens. Now, Citizens, 
I am ready, and will follow you ; but permit me, I beg, 
to carry with me the last volume of ' Lettres il Emilie,' 
by Monsieur Demoustier, which has just appeared, and 
I have not read. It will enliven the hours of my 
captivity.** 

"Your captivity 1" said Simon, sharply, now become 
municipal in his turn, and entering, followed by four 
sectionaries, "that will not last long. You figure in the 
trial of the woman who wanted to assist the Austrian to 
escape. They try her to-day ; and to-morrow, when you 
have given your testimony, your turn will come.** 

"Cobbler," said Lorin, "you stitch yom* soles too 
quickly/* 

" Yes ; but what a nice stroke from the leather-cutting 
knife 1 *' replied Simon ; " you will see, you will see, my 
fine grenadier ! " 

Lorin shrugged his shoulders. 

" Well,*' said he, " let us go ; I am waiting for you.**^ 

As each one turned round to descend the staircase 
Lorin bestowed on the municipal Simon so vigorous a 
kick that he sent him rolling and howling down the en- 
tire flight of stairs. The sectionaries could not restrain 
their laughter. Lorin put his hands in his pockets. 

" In the exercise of my functions J *' cried Simon, livid 
with rage. 

" Zounds ! ** said Lorin, " are we not all here in the 
exercise of our functions 1 " 

He got into the carriage, and was conducted by the 
commissary to the Palais de Justice. 
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CHAPTEE LI. 

LOBIN. 

If for the second time the reader is willing to follow us to 
the Bevolutionary Tribunal, we shall find Maurice in the 
same place where we have already seen him, only now 
infinitely more pale and agitated. 

At the moment our scene again opens upon the lugu- 
brious theatre, whither we are led by a tissue of events 
rather than by our own inclinations, the jury were delib- 
erating; a cause had just been tried. Two of the accused 
had already^ by one of those insolent anticipations by 
which they ridiculed the judges, attired themselves for 
the scafibld, and were conversing with their counsel, whose 
words somewhat resembled those of a physician who de- 
spau-s of the life of his patient. 

The people of the Tribune were this day in a ferocious 
mood, calculated to excite the severity of the jury placed 
under the immediate surveillance of the gossips and in- 
habitants of the suburbs. The juries under these circum- 
stances became more excited and energetic, resembling 
an actor who redoubles his efforts beneath the eyes of a 
censorious public. 

Since ten in the morning five condemnations had already 
taken place under the decisions of these harsh and insa< 
tiable juries. 

The two individuals who now found themselves on the 
bench of the accused awaited the decisive moment when 
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*' yes " or " no " would return them to life or doom them 
to death. 

The audience, rendered savage by the daily occurrence 
of these spectacles, now become their favorite pastime, 
prepared them by exclamations and anticipations for the 
awful moment. 

** There ! there 1 look at the tall one !" said a beldam, 
who, not having a bonnet, ^ore a tricolored cockade as 
large as a hand on her head, — " there ! is he not pale ? 
One would swear he was already dead." 

The condemned regarded the woman with a con- 
temptuous smile. 

"What do you say]" replied her neighbor; " why, he 
is smiling." 

" Yes ; on the wrong side of his mouth." 

One of the men looked at his watch. 

** What is the time 1 " inquired his companion. 

" A quarter to one. This has lasted three quarters of 
an hour." 

"The same as at Domfront, that unfortunate town, 
where you arrive at noon, and are hung in an hour.** 

** And the short one ! the short one ! " cried another 
person, " will he not be ugly when he sneezes in the 
sack]" 

" Bah ! it is done so quickly, you will barely have time 
to perceive it." 

" Then we will demand the head from Sanson ; one hacr 
a right to see it." 

" Lpok ! what a beautiful blue coat he has on. It is 
rather a pleasant thing that the poor can shorten the 
rich and well-dressed people." 

Indeed, as the executioner had told the queen, the poor 
inherited the spoils of each victim ; they were carried to 
La SalpStri&re, immediately after the execution, and dis> 
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tributed among the indigent ; and there even the clothes 
of the unfortunate queen had been conyejed. 

Maurice heard this whirlwind of words without paying 
any attention ; for he was at this moment occupied by 
one engrossing thought, to the exclusion of all else. For 
several days his heart beat only at certain moments, and 
by fits and starts, as irom time to time hope or fear 
appeared to suspend all vital action, and these perpet- 
ual oscillations to bruise the most tender sensibilities 
of his soul. 

The jury returned to their places 5 and as had been fully 
anticipated, the president pronounced the condemnation 
of the two accused, who were directly removed, walking 
with a firm step and erect bearing, — for at this epoch every 
one learned to die boldly. 

The solemn and sinister voice of the usher was again 
heard. 

" The public prosecutor against the Citizeuess Genevieve 
Dixmer." 

A shudder ran through Maurice's frame, and a cold 
sweat bedewed his brow. The little door by which the 
accused entered suddenly opened, and Genevieve appeared. 
She was dressed in white ; her ringlets were tastefully 
arranged, instead of being cut short, hanging in long 
masses of clustering curls. Doubtless^ to the last mo- 
ment poor Genevifeve wished to appear beautiful to her 
lover, who might perchance be able to see her. 

Maurice beheld Genevieve, and felt that all the strength 
he had collected was inadequate to this occasion, not- 
withstanding he had expected this Blow, since for twelve 
days he had not omitted a single sitting, and three times 
already had the name of Genevieve proceeded from the 
mouth of the public prosecutor, and reached his ear. 
But there are certain grie& and miseries so profound 
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that it is quite impossible to soand the depths of the 
abyss. 

All those who witnessed the appearance of this young 
female, so lovely, so pale and innocent; uttered a simul- 
taueous cry ; some of fury, — for at this period there ex- 
isted a class of people who detested everything border- 
ing on superiority of beauty, riches, or of birth, — others 
of admiration, and some of pity. Genevieve, doubtless, 
among all these cries had recognized one cry, amid all 
these voices had distinguished one voice, for she turned 
in the direction of Maurice, while the president, looking 
up at her from time to time, turned over the law papers 
of the accused. 

At the first ^glance she discovered Maurice, concealed 
as his features were under the broad brim of his hat ; 
and turning round with a sweet smile, and a gesture still 
more engaging, she pressed her rosy but trembling 
hands upon her lips, and depositing her whole soul with 
her breath, she gave wings to a last kiss, which only 
one in this vast crowd had the right to appropriate to 
himself 

A murmur of interest ran through the haD. Genevieve, 
recalled, turned toward her judges, but stopping suddenly 
in the midst of this movement, her eyes dilated, and be- 
came fixed with an undefinable expression of horror toward 
one point of the halL 

Maurice in vain raised himself on his toes ; he saw 
nothing, or rather something of more consequence re- 
called his attention to the scene that was being enacted, 
— that is to say, to the Tribunal. 

Fouquier Tinville had commenced reading the act of 
accusation. This act stated that Genevieve Dixmer was 
the wife of an obstinate conspirator suspected of having 
assisted the ex-Chevalier de Maison- Rouge in his succes- 
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sive attempts to rescue the queen. She had, besides, 
been surprised at the feet of the queen, entreating her 
to exchange garments with her, and offering to die in 
her stead. This absurd fanaticism, continued the act, 
merited, no doubt, the admiration of the counter-revolu- 
tionists ; but in our day every French citizen owes his 
life to the nation; it is therefore double treason to 
sacrifice it to the enemies of France. 

Genevieve, when asked if she acknowledged that she 
had knelt before the queen, as stated by the two gen* 
darmes Gilbert and Duchesne, and had entreated her to 
exchange vestments, simply replied, " Yes." 

" Then," said the president, " inform us of your plan, 
and what hope you entertained of its success." 

Genevieve smiled. 

'^ A woman might conceive hopes," said she, '^ but a 
woman could not form a plan like this of which' I am 
the victim." 

" How came you there, then 1 " 

"Not of my own accord. I was compelled.** 

"Who compelled you?" demanded the publio 
prosecutor. 

" Those who menaced me with death if I did not obey ; " 
and again the agitated look of the young woman was 
centred on that part of the hall invisible to Maurice. 

" But to escape from this death which menaced you, 
did you not know that you faced that death which must 
result from your condemnation 1 " 

" When I consented, the knife was at my throat, while 
the guillotine was only in perspective. I succumbed 
under present violence." 

" Why did you not call for assistance 1 All good citizens 
would have defended you." 

"Alas 1 sir,'' said Genevi^ve^ in a voice at once so sad 
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and sweet that it caused Maurice's heart to beat tumul- 
tuously, " I had no one near me." 

Commiseration succeeded to interest, as interest had 
succeeded to curiosity. Many heads were lowered, some 
to conceal their tears, many to allow them to flow freely. 

Just then Maurice perceived on his left an immovable 
head and an inflexible countenance. It was Dixmer, 
standing dark, gloomy, and implacable, never for a 
moment losing sight of Genevieve or of the Tribunal. 

The blood rushed to the young man's temples; rage 
mounted from his heart to his forehead, filling his whole 
being with intense desire for vengeance. He darted at 
Dixmer a look so replete with burning hate, so condensed 
and powerful, that he, as if attracted by the electric fluid, 
turned his head toward his enemy. Their glances 
encountered like two flashes. 

''Tell us the names of your instigators," said the 
president. 

" There was only one, sir.'*, 

«Whor' 

** My husband." 

*' Do you know where he is I** 

"Yes." 

** Inform us of his retreat." 

" He has been brutal, but I will not be cowardly. It 
is not for me to tell you his retreat, but for you to find 
him.'' 

Maurice looked at Dixmer. He never moved. One 
idea flashed through the yoimg man's brain. It was to 
denounce him at the same time that he denounced him- 
self; but he quickly suppressed the thought. 

*• No," said he ; " it is not thus that he should die." 

"Then you refuse to assist us in our search)'' said 
the president. 
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** I think, sir, I could not do so without rendering 
myself as contemptible in the eyes of others as he is 
in mine." 

^ Are there any witnesses 9 " demanded the president. 

** There is one," replied the usher. 

« Call the witness." 

** Mazimilien-Jean Lorin ! " shouted the usher. 

" Lorin ! " cried Maurice, " Oh, my God ! what has 
happened ] " 

This scene took place the same day that Lorin had 
been arrested, and Maurice was in utter ignorance of 
the fact. 

" Lorin ! " murmured Genevieve, looking round with 
anxious solicitude. 

" Why does not the witness answer to the call 1 ** 
demanded the president 

" Citizen President," said Fouquier Tinville, " upon a 
recent denunciation the witness was arrested at his own 
house ; he will be brought directly." 

Maurice started. 

" There is another still more important witness," con« 
tinued Fouquier; "but we have not yet been able to 
find him." 

Dizmer turned toward Maurice smiling. Perhaps the 
same idea flitted through the mind of the husband which 
had before entered that of the lover. 

Genevieve, pale and horror-stricken, uttered a low 
groan. 

At this moment Lorin entered, followed by two 
gendarmes. 

After him, and by the same door, Simon appeared, who 
came to take his seat in the judgment-hall, according to 
his custom in that locality. 

** Tour name and surname ? " inquired the president. 
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^^ Maximilien-Jean Lorin.'* 

" Your coDdition in life 1 * 

" Independent." 

^ Ton will not remain so long/' muttered Simon, shak« 
ing his fist at him. 

" Are you related to the prisoner at the bar 1 " 

"No; but I have the honor of being one of her 
friends," 

"Are you aware that she conspired to cany off the 
queen 1 " 

" How could I be aware of it 1 " 

" She might have confided in you 1 " 

" In me ! a member of the section of the Thermopyles 1 
A likely story ! ** 

"Notwithstanding, you have sometimes been seen 
with her." 

" I might have been seen with her often." 

" Did you know that she was an aristocrat 1 " 

" I knew her as the wife of a master-tanner.'^ 

" But her husband did not in reality follow the business 
which he pretended to." 

" Of that I am ignorant ; her husband was not one of 
my friends." 

" Tell us what you know of this husband." 

" Oh, very willingly. He is a villain, who — " 

" Monsieur Lorin," said Genevifeve, " for pity's sake ! *^ 

Lorin continued immoved. 

" He is a villain, who has sacrificed his wife, the poor 
woman before you, not so much to his political opinions 
as to his private hatred. Faugh ! I look upon the brute 
as lower and more degraded even than Simon." 

Dixmer became livid with rage. Simon wished to 
speak, but a gesture from the president imposed 
silence. 



Digitized 



by Google 



474 L£ CHEVALIEB DE MAISON-BOUGE. 

"You appear to know the whole history^ Citizen 
Lorin," said Fouquier ; ** continue your testimony." 

" Pardon me, Citizen Fouquier," said Lorin, rising ; " I 
know nothing more." He bowed and reseated himself. 

"Citizen Lorin," said Fouquier, "it is your bounden 
duty to enlighten this Tribunal." 

" It has received all the light that I can give it. As 
to this poor woman, I repeat she has only acted under 
compulsion. Look at her ! does she look like a conspir- 
ator 1 What she has done she was compelled to do. 
That is all." 

"You think so?" 

" I am sure of it." 

" In the name of the law,** said Fouquier, " I require 
that the witness Lorin shall be placed before this Tribu- 
nal as an accomplice of this woman.'' 

Maurice groaned, while Genevieve buried her face in 
her hands. 

Simon screamed out in a transport of joy, " Citizen 
Prosecutor, you are the savior of your country!" 

As to Lorin, he leaped over the balustrade without 
making any reply, and seating himself near to Genevieve, 
took her hand, and respectfully kissed it, saying, " Good- 
day, Madame," with a coolness which electrified the as* 
sembly ; " how do you do 1 " 

Then he took his seat on the bench of the accused. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SEQUEL TO THE PBEOBDING. 

All this scene bad passed before Maurice like a fantastic 
vision. Leaning upon the handle of his sword, which he 
had never quitted, he saw his friends precipitated one 
after another into that gulf which never yields back its 
victims; and this fatal sight so affected him that he 
asked himself why he, the companion of these unfortu- 
nates, should still cling to the brink of the precipice, 
and not surrender himself to the giddiness which was 
dragging him with them. 

In leaping the balustrade Lorin saw the dark and 
sneering features of Dixmen 

When, as we have said, he had placed himself near 
Genevieve, she whispered in his ear. 

" Hon Bieu I " said she, " do you know that Maurice 
is here]" 

« Where r* 

**Do not look round directly; one look might prove 
his ruin." 

" Calm yourself." 

" Behind us, near the door. What a trial for him if 
we are condemned I" 

Lorin regarded the young woman with tender sympathy. 

" We shall be," said he. " I conjure you not to doubt 
it. The deception would be too cruel if you were to per- 
mit yourself to hope." 

"Oh, my God!" said Genevifeve, "pity our poor 
friendy who will remain alone in the world I " 
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Lorin then turned round toward Maurice, and Gen^ 
yi^ve also could not refrain from glancing at him. 

His eyes were fixed upon them both, and one hand 
was placed upon his heart 

*' There is one way to save you," said Lorin. 

*' Are you sure 1 " said Geneyi^ve, her eyes spariding 
with joy. 

" Oh, of that one I am sure^** replied Lorin. 

" Oh, if you can save me how I will bless you 1 ** 

" But this way — " replied the young man. 

Genevieve read his hesitation in his eyes. 

** You have also seen him f " said she. 

^'Tes; I have seen him. Will you be saved 1 Let 
him, in his turn, take his seat in the iron arm-chair, and 
you will be safe." Dixmer, doubtless from Lorin's look 
and the expression of his countenance, divined what he 
uttered. He at first turned pale, but soon recovered his 
gloomy composure and satanic smile. 

" Impossible ! " said Genevieve ; " I can no longer 
hate him." 

*' Say that he knows your generous nature, and defies 
you.*' 

" No doubt ; for he is sure of him, of me, of us alL'* 

" Genevieve ! Genevi&ve ! I am less perfect than you. 
Let me bring him here ! Let him perish I " 

" No, Lorin, I conjure you. Nothing in common with 
that man, not even death. It seems to me I should be 
unfaithful to Maurice were I to die with Dixmer." 

" But you will not die." 

" How can I live when Maurice is to die 1** 

" Ah 1 ** said Lorin, " Maurice has reason to love you ; 
you are an angel, and heaven is the angels' home. Poor 
dear Maurice ! ** 

In the mean time Simon, who could not overhear the 
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oonyersation between the accused, devoured their looks 
mstead of their words. 

" Citizen Gendarme/* said he, "prevent those conspir- 
ators from continuing their plots against the EepubliCi 
even in the Revolutionary Tribunal." 

"You know, Citizen Simon," replied the gendarme, 
" that here they conspire no more, and if they do so it 
will not be for long. These citizens are only conversing 
together ; and since the law does not forbid them to do so 
in the car, why should it be forbidden at the Tribunal ? " 

This gendarme was Gilbert, who, having recognized the 
prisoner taken in the queen's chamber, avowed with his 
ordinary honesty the interest which he could not help 
according to her courage and devotion. 

The president having consulted the court, at the re- 
quest of Fouquier Tinville commenced his questions. 

" Accused Lorin," demanded he, " of what nature waa 
your acquaintance with the citizen Madame Dixmerl" 

*^ Of what nature. Citizen President 1 

** The pare flame of friendship bouBd us one to another ; 
As a sister she loved me, and 1 her as a brother." 

" Citizen Lorin," said Fouquier Tinville, " your poetry 
is out of season here, and the rhythm is bad/* 

"Why sol" 

" You have one syllable too many." 

"Out it oflfl cut it off I Citizen Prosecutor! that is 
your trade, you know." 

The imperturbable countenance of Fouquier Tinville 
assimied a pallid hue at this horrible pleasantry. 

"And in what light," demanded the president, ^'did 
the Citizen Dixmer view this liaison of a professed Bepul> 
lican with his wife 1 " 

^' As to that I can tell you nothing, declaring that I 
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was never acquainted with the Citizen Dixmer, and never 
had any desire to be so/' 

"But/* resumed Fouquier Tinville, "you did not tell 
ns that your friend Maurice Lindey formed the link of 
this pure friendship between yourself and the accused ) '' 

" If I did not say so," replied Lorin, " it was because 
it seemed to me wrong to speak of it ; and I think that 
you might even follow my example.'* 

"The citizen jurors," said Fouquier Tinville, "will ap- 
preciate this singular alliance between an aristocrat and 
two Eepublicans, and at the very moment when this 
aristocrat is convicted of the blackest plot that could 
be concocted against the nation." 

"How should I know anything concerning this plot 
you speak of? " demanded Lorin, disgusted by the brutal 
stupidity of the argument. 

" You were acquainted with this woman ; you were her 
friend ; you term yourself her brother ; you speak of her 
as your sister, — and you were not cognizant of her pro- 
ceedings 1 Is it then probable, as you have yourself re- 
marked," continued the president, " that she would have 
committed alone this act imputed to her 1 " 

" She did not commit it alone,*' replied Lorin, repeat- 
ing the technical words used by the president ; " since, as 
she has told you, and I have told you, and now repeat, 
her husband compelled her/* 

" Then how is it that you are not acquainted with the 
husband," said Fouquier Tinville, " since the husband was 
united with the wife ? " 

It remained only for Lorin to recount the first dis- 
appearance of Dixmer ; to mention the amours of Gene- 
vieve and his friend ; and, in short, to relate the manner 
in which Dixmer had carried off and concealed his wife in 
some impenetrable retreat, — it needed only this to ex- 
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culpate himself from all connivance, and to elucidate the 
whole mystery. But for this he must betray the secrets 
of his two friends ; to do this would be to put (Jenevi^ve 
to shame before five hundred people. Lorin shook his 
head, as if saying '* no " to himself. 

'* Well 1 " demanded the president, " what do you reply 
to the public prosecutor 1 *' 

'' That his logic is crushing,'' said Lorin ; " and I am 
now convinced of one thing which I never even suspected 
before." 

"What is that r* 

" That I am, as it appears, one of the most frightful 
conspirators that has ever been seen." 

This declaration elicited a roar of laughter ; even the 
jury could not refrain, so ludicrous was the young man's 
manner in enunciating these words. 

Fouquier felt the ridicule ; and since with his usual 
indefatigable perseverance he had managed to know all the 
secrets of the accused as well as they did themselves, he 
could not help feeling toward Lorin a sentiment of pity 
mingled with admiration. 

" Come, Citizen Lorin," said he, " speak in your own 
defence. The Tribunal will lend a willing ear. We are 
acquainted with your previous conduct, and it has always 
been that of a stanch Republican." 

Simon essayed to speak ; but the president made him 
a signal to remain silent. 

" Speak, Citizen Lorin ! " said he ; " we are all atten- 
tion ; " but Lorin only shook his head. 

" This silence is confession," said the president. 

" Not so," said Lorin ; " silence is silence, that is all." 

*'Once more," said Fouquier Tinville; ''will you 
speak ) ** 

Lorin turned toward the audience to encounter the 
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ejes of Maurice, and to learn from them what course he 
would wish him to pursue ; but Maurice made no ngn to 
him to speak, and Lorin maintained his former silence. 
This was self-condemnation. 

All that followed was quickly executed. Fouquier 
summed up bis accusation ; the president reviewed the 
evidence ; the jury retired, and unanimously returned a 
verdict of ^ guilty ^ against Lorin and Genevieve. 

The president condemned them . both to suffer the 
penalty of death. 

Two o'clock sounded from the great dock of the 
Palace. 

The president had just time sufficient to pronounce the 
condemnation as the clock struck. 

Maurice heard the two with a sense of confruuon and 
utter bewilderment. 

When the vibration had ceased, his strength was utterly 
exhausted. The gendarmes led away Genevieve and 
Lorin, who had offered her his arm. 

Both saluted Maurice, but in different ways. Lorin 
smiled ; but Genevieve, pale and fainting^ wafted him a 
last kiss upon her fingers, bathed in tears. 

She had till the last moment clung to the hope of life, 
and now wept, not the loss of her life, but of her love, 
which must perish with her. 

Maurice, half mad, had not replied to his friends' fare- 
well. He rose, pale and bewildered, from the bench on 
which he had fallen. His friends had disappeared. 

He felt only one sentiment alive within him. It was 
the hatred which was gnawing at his heart. 

He threw a last look around him and recognized Diz- 
mer, who was leaving with the rest of the spectators, and 
at that moment stooped to pass under the arched door oi 
the passage.^ 
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With the rapidity of a steel spring when it unbends, 
Maurice sprang from bench to bersii, and reached the 
door. 

Dizmer had already passed through, and descended in* 
to the darkened corridor. Maurice followed behind him. 
At the moment Dixmer planted his foot on the pavement 
of the grand hall, Maurice tapped him on the shoulder. 
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CHAPTER Un. 

THE DUEL. 

At this epoch it was always a serious thing to feel a touch 
upon the shoulder. Dixmer turned^ and recognized 
Maurice. 

" Ah ! good-day, Citizen Republican," said Dixmer, with- 
out evincing any other emotion than an almost imper- 
ceptible start, which he immediately repressed. 

** Good-day, Citizen Coward," replied Maurice. " You 
were waiting for me, were yov not 1 '* 

"That is to say," replied Dixmer, ''that, on the 
contrary, 1 had ceased to expect you.** 

" Why was that ? " 

** Because I expected you sooner.*' 

** I still arrive too soon for you, assassin ! ** added 
Maurice, with a murmured growl rather than a voice, 
since it resembled the grumbling of a storm gathered in 
his heart, his looks being like the lightning's flashes. 

** You fling fire from your eyes, Citizen,** replied Dix- 
mer. " We shall be recognized, and followed.*' 

" Yes ; and you fear to be arrested, do you not 1 You 
dread lest you might be conducted to the scafifold where 
you send others. Let them arrest us, so much the 
better; for it seems to me that the life of one guilty 
wretch was due to national justice.'' 

'* As there is one name the less on the list of people of 
honor. Is it not so — since yours has disappeared ) " 
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^^ Well, we shall speak about all tliat agaiu, I hope ; 
but, in the mean time, you are avenged — miserably 
avenged — upon a woman. Why, since you have waited 
for me elsewhere, did you not do so at my house, when 
you stole away Genevieve ? '* 

** You were the first thief, I believe." 

** Neither by your wit nor your words have I ever 
known you, sir. I know you better by your actions, — 
witness the day when you wanted to murder me. That 
day your true nature spoke.*' 

^' And I have more than once regretted that I did not 
listen to it," answered Dixmer, coolly. 

" Well," said Maurice, touching his sword, '* I oflferyou 
your revenge." 

" To-morrow, if you like, but not to-day." 

** And why to-morrow 1 " 

^ Or this evening.*' 

"Why not directly?" 

" Because I am engaged till five o'clock." 

** Another hideous project ! " said Maurice \ " another 
ambush ! " 

" Really, Monsieur Maurice, you are rather ungrateful ! " 
replied Dixmer. " In truth you are. Here, for six months, 
I have allowed you to make love to my wife; for six 
months have permitted your meetings, and have not 
noticed your smiles. Never man, you must confess, has 
evinced so little of the tiger in h^c composition as my- 
self." 

**That is to say, you thought I might be useful, and 
you could mould me to your purpose." 

" Without doubt," returned Dixmer, calmly, who ruled 
his own passion as much as Maurice was carried away by 
his. ** Without doubt ; while you were betraying your 
Bepublio, and were selling it to me for a look from my 
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wife ; while you were dishonoring yourselveSy — you by 
your treason, she by her adulterous love, -— I remained 
the sage and hero. I waited, and I triumphed.'* 

" Horrible ! ** said Maurice. 

" Is it not ? Yes ; you appreciate your own conduct fully, 
sir. It is horrible I — it is infamous 1 '' 

^^You deceive yourself, sir; the' conduct I term 
horrible and infamous is that of the man to whom the 
honor of a woman had been confided, who had sworn to 
guard this honor pure and unsullied, and who, instead 
of keeping his word and oath, employed her beauty as 
a shameful bait to ensnare a feeble heart. It was your 
sacred duty beyond all others to protect this woman, and 
instead of protecting her, you have sold her.** 

"What I had to do, sir," replied Dixmer, '^l will tell 
you. I had to save my friend who united with me in this 
sacred cause. Even as I have sacrificed my property to 
this cause, so have I sacrificed my honor. As for me, 
I have completely forgotten, completely effaced myself. 
Now my friend is no more ; he has died by the poniard. 
My queen is no more ; she has died ignominiously on the 
scaffold. Now ! now I I can think of revenge." 

" Say of assassination.*' 

^'One cannot assassinate an adulteress; when she is 
killed, she is but punished for her crime." 

" This sin you imposed upon her, therefore it was ren- 
dered lawful." 

" You think so 1 " said Dixmer, with a sardonic smile. 
''Judge from her remorse if she believes she has acted 
lawfully." 

" Those who punish strike openly. You, you do not 
punish ; for while striking you fly, and while easting her 
head to the guillotine you conceal yourself" 

*' I fly I I hide myself I when did you see that, poor 
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idiot that you are f " demanded Dizmer. ** Is \ onceal* 
ing mjself to be present at her condemnation 1 Is it ly* 
ing when I go into the Salle des Morts to iiing her Lif 
last adieu ? " 

^' You are going to see her again, — to fling her a last 
adieu r* cried Maurice. 

** Decidedly you are not expert at revenge, Citizen," 
replied Dixmer, shrugging his shoulders. " Thus, in my 
situation you would abandon these events to their strength 
alone, these circumstances to their natural course ; thus^ 
for example, the adulterous woman having merited death, 
the moment she has received the punishment of death I 
am quits with her, or rather she is quits with me. No^ 
Citizen Maurice ; I know better than that. I have dis- 
covered a way to return this woman all the evil she has 
done me. She loves you, and will die far from you ; she 
detests me, and I will be near her. There ! " said he, 
drawing a pocket-book from his pocket, "do you see thisl 
It contains a card signed by the registrar of the Palace. 
With this card I can gain near access to the condemned* 
I will penetrate to Genevieve; I will call her 'Adulteress!* 
I shall see her curls fall under the hand of the vile exe- 
cutioner, and as they are severed she shall still hear my 
voice hissing, 'Adulteress I * I will even accompany her 
to the fatal car, and as she plants her foot upon the scaf- 
fold, the last sound that greets her ear shall be the word 
* Adulteress!'" 

^^Take care ! she will not have strength to support so 
much cowardice ; she will denounce you.'' 

** No/' cried Dixmer, '' she hates me too much for that. 
If she had wished to denounce me she would have done 
so when her friend urged her so softly. If she did not 
denounce me to save her life, she will not do so that I 
may die with her ; for she well knows in that case T should 
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retard her execution for a day. She well knows that if 
she denounces me, I shall go with her not only to the 
lowest step of the Palace, but even to the scafifbld ; she 
well knows that instead of leaving her at the foot of the 
ladder, I shall ascend into the car with her, and that, 
seated by her side, the whole length of the road I shall 
constantly repeat the one dreadful word * Adulteress;* 
that even on the scaffold I shall continue to do so till the 
moment she sinks into eternity and the accusation fell» 
with her." 

Dixmer was frightful in this state of anger and hatred. 
He seized Maurice by the hand and shook it with a force 
unknown to the young man, upon whom this had acted 
with a contrary effect; as Dixmer became excited, Maurice 
grew calm. 

" Listen I " said the young man, " in your vengeance you 
have omitted one thing." 

"What?" 

" That you will be able to tell her, * On leaving the 
Tribunal, I have seen your lover, and have killed him.* ^ 

" On the contraiy, I prefer telling her that you live, 
and will suffer for the remainder of your days from the 
spectacle of her death." 

*' You shall kill me, notwithstanding," said Maurice ; 
" or," added he, turning round and finding himself nearly 
master of his position, " I will kill you ! " 

And pale with emotion, and excited by fury, finding his 
strength redoubled from the restraint he had imposed 
upon his feelings while listening to the unfolding of Dix- 
mer's horrible project, he seized him by the throat and 
drew him backward toward a stair which led to the 
high bank of the river. At the contact with his hand, 
Dixmer, in his turn, felt hatred rush over him like hot 
lava. 
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"You need not compel me by force, I will follow.** 

** Come, then. You are armed." 

" I will follow you.'* 

'' No, go first ; but I give you notice, at the least sign 
or gesture I will cleaye your skull with my sword." 

" You know I am a stranger to fear/* said Dizmer, with 
a smile rendered frightful from his pallor. 

'^ Fear of my sword,'' said Maurice, " no ; but fear of 
losing your revenge ; and now that we are face to face 
you may bid it adieu." 

They had, indeed, arrived at the water's brink ; and 
had any one seen and followed them, he could not have 
arrived in time to prevent the duel from taking place, 
since an equal desire for vengeance now animated both. 
While speaking, they had descended the short stair lead- 
ing to the Palace square, and gained the nearly deserted 
quay ; for as the condemnations continued, seeing it was 
two o'clock at least, the crowd still filled the judgment- 
hall, the corridors, and the courts. 

They appeared equally to thirst for each other's blood. 

They plunged under one of those arches leading from 
the cells of the Conciergerie to the river ; at this time 
drained, but then foul and satiurated with blood, serving 
more than once as a means of conveyance for the corpses, 
which floated far away from the dungeons, leaving no 
trace behind. 

Maurice placed himself between Dixmer and the 
water. 

'' I decidedly think I shall kill you, Maurice,** said Dix- 
mer, " you tremble so much.'* 

'^And I, Dixmer," said Maurice, taking his sword in 
hand and carefully enclosing him so as to cut off all re- 
treat, — " I, on the contrary, believe that I shall kill you ; 
and having killed you, shall remove from your pocket- 
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book the pass signed by the registrar of the Palace. Nay, 
you need not button your coat ; my sword shall open it, 
I will be bound, were it even formed of brass like the 
cuirasses of old.** 

"And this paper," roared Dixmer^ "you will take it, 
will your* 

"Yes,** said Maurice; "I will use the pass. With 
this talisman I will secure an entrance to Genevieve. I 
will sit next her in the car ; I will murmur in her ear 
while her life remains, ' I love thee ; ' and when the last 
stroke has fallen, I will murmur still, * I loved thee.' " 

Dixmer made a movement with his left hand to take 
the pass from his pocket, and together with the pocket- 
book to cast it into the river, when rapid as a thunder- 
bolt, and trenchant as a hatchet, Maurice's sword fell 
upon his hand, nearly severing it from the wrist The 
wounded man uttered a cry, and shaking his mutilated 
limb, flung himself furiously on his antagonist. 

Then in the obscurity of this gloomy vault the deadly 
combat commenced. The two men, enclosed in a space 
80 narrow that the sword strokes could not diverge from 
the line of the body, slid upon the humid pavement, and 
with difficulty supported themselves by the sides of the 
arch ; the impatience of the combatants caused them to 
redouble their blows. Dixmer, who, as he felt his life- 
blood flow, was aware that his strength diminished, 
charged Maurice so furiously that the latter was com- 
pelled to step backward ; in so doing he lost his footing, 
and his enemy's sword grazed his breast. But by a 
movement rapid as thought, kneeling as he was, he raised 
the blade with his left arm and turned the point toward 
Dixmer, who, maddened with rage, darted forward, and 
impelled by the inclining ground, fell on the sword, the 
point of which entered his body. He uttered a fearful 
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Imprecation, and the two bodies rolled to the outside of 
the arch. 

One only rose. It was Maurice, — Maurice covered with 
blood, but with the blood of his enemy. 

He drew his sword toward him, and as he drew it the 
remnant of life which still agitated with a nervous shud- 
dering the limbs of Dixmer, ceased. 

Then, when assured that he was dead, Maurice stooped 
toward the corpse, opened the dead man's coat, withdrew 
the pass, and hurried away directly. 

But on looking at himself he felt assured that in his 
present state he should not proceed far without being 
arrested. He was literally covered with blood. 

He approached the water's edge, and bending toward 
the river, washed his hands and coat. He then rapidly 
ascended the steps, casting a last look toward the arch, 
from whence a red, smddng stream issued, advancing 
slowly toward the river. 

On approaching the Palace he opened the pocket-book, 
and there found the pass signed by the registrar. 

" Thanks, just God 1 " murmured he, and he rapidly 
mounted the steps leading to the Salle des Morts. 

It struck three. 
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CHAPTER UV. 

THE SALLE DES MOBTS. 

It will be lemembeied that the legistrar of the Palace 
had opened his jailer's book to Dixmer, and had also 
entered into an arrangement with him which the pres- 
ence of Genevieve rendered peculiarly agreeable. This 
man, it may be imagined, was terribly alarmed when the 
news of Dixmer's plot was communicated to him. He 
would doubtless be considered as nothing less than 
an accomplice of Dizmer, his false colleague, and would 
therefore be condemned to die with the wretched Gene« 
vi^ve. Fouquier Tinville had summoned him to appear 
before him. 

It may easily be understood that this poor man would 
have some trouble to prove himself innocent in the eyes 
of the public prosecutor ; he had, however, succeeded in 
so doing, thanks to Genevieve, whose declaration had 
clearly established his utter ignorance of the plot of her 
husband. He had succeeded, thanks to Dixmer's flight, 
and above all from the interest excited in Fouquier Tin- 
ville, who wished to preserve his administration free from 
all stain. 

^' Citizen,'' said he, flinging himself upon his knees be- 
fore Fouquier, " pardon me, for I have been deceived.** 

" Citizen," replied the public prosecutor, " an employee 
of the nation who in these days permits himself to be 
deceived deserves to be guQlotined.*' 



Digitized 



by Google 



THB SALLE BES HOETS. 491 

" I may have been a blockhead, Citizen,** replied the 
registrar, who was longing to call Fouquier Tinville 
" Monseigneur." 

" Blockhead or not," replied the rigid prosecutor, " no 
one should allow his love for the Repul^lio to sleep. The 
spies of the Capitol were only geese, yet they were suffi- 
ciently awake to save Rome.'' 

The registrar looked upon this argument as totally 
unanswerable ; he groaned, and remained waiting. 

" I pardon you," said Fouquier Tinville. " I will go so 
far as to defend you, since I do not wish one of my em- 
ployees to be even suspected ; but you will J^ear in mind 
that at the least word that reaches my ears, the least re- 
vival of this affair, you shall go to the scaffold." 

It is scarcely necessary to say with what anxiety this 
man sought the newspapers, always in haste to tell what 
they know, and sometimes more than they can certify, 
even should they cause the heads of ten men to faU by 
the guillotine. 

He sought Dixmer everywhere, to recommend him to 
keep his own counsel ; but Dixmer had very naturally 
changed his apartments, and was nowhere to be found. 

Genevieve had been placed on the bench of the ac- 
cused, and had already, in her testimony, declared that 
neither herself nor husband had any accomplices ; and he 
thanked the poor woman with his eyes as she passed be- 
fore him on her way to the Tribunal. 

When she had passed, and he was returning to the 
office to fetch some law papers for Fouquier Tinville, he 
all at once saw Dixmer approaching him with a calm and 
quiet step. 

This vision petrified him. 

" Oh 1 '* said he, as if he had seen a spectre. 

" Do you not know me 1 " said the new-comer. 
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''Of course, I do. Toa are the Citissen Durand, or 
rather the Citizen Dixmer." 

" Just so." 

** But are you a dead man, Citizen t ** 

" Not yet, as you see." 

" I mean to say that they will arrest you." 

" Who wants to arrest me 1 — no one knows me." 

^ But I know you ; and it only needs one word from 
me to send you to the guillotine." 

" And two words from me to send you there with me." 

"It is shameful of you to say that" 

** No ; it is logic." 

"But what is your business 1 Make haste, —- speak 
quickly ; for the less time we are together the less danger 
we incur from each other." 

" My wife is about to be condemned, is it not sol" 

" I greatly fear for her, poor woman I " 

" Well, I wish to see her once more, to bid her adieu." 

'* Where 1 " 

*' In the SaUe des Morts." 

" Would you dare to enter there 1 " 

" Why not 1" 

" Oh ! " said the registrar, like a man whose hair stood 
on end at the very thought. 

" There must be some way," continued Dixmer. 

" To enter the Salle des Morts 1 Without doubt these 
is." 

''Howl" ' 

*' To procure a pass." 

^' And where are these passes to be procured t ** 

The registrar turned frightfully pale, and stammered, 
** Where are they to be procured, you ask 1 " 

" I inquire where are they to be procured 1 " replied 
Dixmer; " the question is plain enough, I think." 
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•* They are procured — here.'* 

** Ah ! true ; and who usually signs them ) ** 

'* The registrar.'* 

" But you are the registrar 1 " 

" Certainly I am." 

" Ohy how lucky that is I " said Dixmer, seating him- 
self^ *'you will sign me a pass." 

The registrar made one bound. 

*< Do you ask for my head^ Citizen ) " said he. 

*^No; I ask you for a pass, that is alL" 

'^ I shall have you arrested, unhappy man 1 " said he^ 
summoning all his energy. 

"Do," said Dixmer; "and the next moment I will 
denounce you as- an accomplice, and instead of leaving 
me to go alone to the famous hall, you shall accompany 
me." 

The registrar turned ghastly pale. 

"Villain!" said he. 

" There is no villany in that," said Dixmer; " I wish 
to speak to my wife, and all I require of you is a pass to 
enable me to do so." 

"Is it then so imperative that you should speak to 
herl" 

" It seems so, since I risk my head to do so." 

This appeared very plausible to the registrar, and Dix- 
mer immediately perceived that he was relenting. 

" Rest assured," said he, " no one shall know anything. 
The devil I why surely sometimes a similar case to mine 
must present itself to your notice ! " 

" Very rarely ; it is by no means a common occurrence. 
But, let me see ; let us arrange it in another way." 

" If it is possible, I should ask nothing better.'* 

" Nothing is more possible. Enter by the door of the 
condemned ; there a card is not required. Then, when 
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you have spoken to your wife, call me, and I will let you 
out." 

'* Not a bad idea," said Dixmer ; ^' but unfortunately 
there is a story current in the city." 

"What story r* 

''The history of a poor himchback who mistook the 
door, thinking to enter the archives, but instead of so 
doing found himself in the hall of which we are now 
speaking. Only since he had entered by the door of the 
condemned instead of the large door, as he had no pass 
to prove his identity, once there he was not permitted 
to go out. They strenuously maintained that since 
he entered the door with the other condemned, he was 
condemned likewise. In vain he protested, swore, ap- 
pealed ; no one believed him, no one came to his assist- 
ance, no one helped him to get out. So that, notwith- 
standing his protestations, his oaths, and supplications, 
the executioner first cut off his hair, and afterward his 
head. Is this anecdote true, Citizen Registrar 1 You 
ought to know better than any one else." 

"Alas! yes; it is too true," said the registrar, 
trembling. 

"Tou must see then that with such a precedent I should 
be a fool to enter this cut-thnoat place without a pass." 

"But I shall be there, I tell you." 

** But if you should happen to be caUed away ; if you 
should be otherwise engaged ; if you should forget 1 " 

Dixmer laid particular stress on these last words, " if 
you should forget.** 

" But since I promise you — " 

" No ; besides it would compromise you. They would 
see you speaking to me ; and, in short, it does not suit 
me. I therefore prefer a pass.*' 

" Impossible r* 
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** Then, dear sir, I will speak ; and we shall both take 
a ride together to the Place de la Revolution.*' 

The registrar, bewildered, stupefied, half-dead with 
terror^ signed a pass for a "citizen." 

Dixmer rose and went out precipitately to take his 
station in the judgment-hall, where we have already seen 
him. The rest is known to us. 

At the same moment the registrar^ to avoid all accusa- 
tion of connivance, went and seated himself near Fou- 
quier Tinville, leaving the management of the office to 
his head derk. 

At ten minutes to three, Maurice, furnished with 
the pass, crossing a hedge of turnkeys and gendarmes^ 
arrived without interruption at the fatal door. 

When we say fatal, we exaggerate, for there were two 
doors, — the principal one by which those possessing 
passes entered and returned; and the door of the con- 
demned, by which no one departed except to the scaffold. 

The place that Maurice entered was divided into two 
compartments. One of these was set apart for those 
employed in registering the name of the arrivals; the 
other, furnished only with wooden benches, was appro- 
priated for the reception of those who were arrested and 
those who were condemned, which amounted to pretty 
nearly the same thing. 

The hall was very dark, lighted only from the panes of 
the partition which divided it from the register-office. 

A female dressed in white, in a half-fainting attitude, 
lay in a comer, supported against the walL 

A man was standing in front of her, from time to time 
diaking his head. His arms were crossed upon his breast, 
and he hesitated to speak to her, as if fearAil of restoring 
her to the consciousness she appeared to have lost. 
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Around these two individuals several condemned pep* 
sons were scattered promiscuously, — some giving vent to 
their feelings in sobs and groans, others joining in pa- 
triotic songs, while the remainder walked rapidly up and 
down, as if to chase away the thoughts which devoured 
them. 

This was indeed the antechamber of death, and the 
furniture rendered it worthy of the name. Here were 
seen half-opened coffins filled with straw, seeming as if 
to invite the living to their beds of repose, the receptacles 
provided for the ashes of the dead. 

There was a large closet opposite the partition. A 
prisoner, prompted by curiosity, opened it, but recoiled 
horror-struck. It contained the blood-stained garments 
of those executed on the preceding evening ; long tresses 
of hair hanging here and there, the executioner's perqui- 
sites, who sold them to the relatives when not enjoined 
by the authorities to bum these precious relics. 

Maurice, trembling with emotion, had hardly opened 
the door, when the whole tableau at once presented itself 
to his view. He advanced three steps into the hall, and 
fell at Genevieve's feet. The unfortunate woman uttered 
a cry, which Maurice stifled on her lips. 

Lorin, weeping, pressed his friend in his arms ; these 
were the first tears he had shed. 

Strange that all these unhappy individuals, assembled to 
die together, scarcely looked at the touching tableau pre- 
sented to their view by their unfortunate fellow-creatures ! 
Every one suffered too much himself to take part in the 
miseries of others. 

The three friends remained for a moment united in a 
silent embrace, happy, almost joyous. Lorin was the 
first of the ill-fated group to disengage himself. 

*' Are you, then, condemned alsol** said he to Maurice. 
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••Yes," replied he. 

*' Oh, happiness ! " murmured Genevi^va 

But the joy of those who have only one hour to live 
cannot last even as long as their lives* Maurice, having 
contemplated Genevieve with looks of ardent and profound 
afiEection, and having thanked her for the expression, at 
once so egotistical and so tender, which had just escaped 
her, turned toward Lorin. 

" Now," said he, taking Genevieve's hands within his 
own, "let us talk together.** 

" Yes," said Lorin ; " let us converse while the time 
remains to us. It is only right so to do. What do you 
wish to say to me, Maurice 1 " 

'* You have been arrested for my sake, condemned on 
account of her. As for Genevieve and me, we are paying 
our debt ; it is not feiir, at the same time, that you should 
be made to pay also." 

" I do not understand you." 

** Lorin, you are free." 

" I free 1 You are mad I " said Lorin* 

" No, I am not mad ; I repeat that you are free* See^ 
here is a pass. They will inquire who you are ; you are 
employed at the registrar-office of the Carmelites, and are 
going to speak to the registrar of the Palace ; you have, 
from motives of curiosity, requested a pass from him to 
see the condemned ; you have seen them, and are now 
leaving, perfectly satisfied with your visit'' 

" This is a joke, is it not 1 " 

** No, indeed, my friend ; here is the pass, take advan- 
tage of it. You are not a lover, like myself ; you do not 
need to die that you may be enabled to pass a few more 
minutes in the society of the well-beloved of your heart, 
and not to lose a second of eternity with her.** 

** But, Maurice,** replied Loriot '*if one might be able 



Digitized 



by Google 



498 LB CHEVALIER DE MAISON-BOUGK 

to get out from here — a circumstance I swear to jou I 
could not have believed possible — why do you not first 
save the lady ) As to yourself, we will consider afterward 
about that/' 

"Impossible I" said Maurice, with a frightful op- 
pression at his hearty " this card is for a man, not for 
a lady ; besides, Genevifeve would not depart, and leave 
me here, to live herself, while knowing that I remained 
to die.'' 

" If she would not, then why should II Do you im- 
agine I possess less courage than a woman 1 " 

"No, dear friend; I know and acknowledge your 
bravery, but nothing can excuse your obstinacy in this 
case. Then profit by this moment, and allow us the 
supreme felicity of knowing and feeling that ybu are free 
and happy.'* 

" Happy ! " exclaimed Loriu ; " you are facetious, 
surely 1 Happy without you, eh 1 What the devil am I 
to do in this world without you ; in Paris, without my 
usual avocations? Never to see you again, never to 
weary you more with my doggerel rhymes, — ah, good 
feith, no I" 

" Lorin, my friend — '* 

'* Exactly ; it is because I am your friend that I persist 
in my opinion^ With the prospect of recovering you both, 
were I a prisoner as I now am, I would tear down the 
walls; but to save myself^ and go out from here alone 
into the streets, my head bowed down with a feeling 
resembling remorse, and a continual cry in my ears : 
* Maurice ! — Genevieve ! ' To pass into certain quarters 
and before certain houses where I have seen your persons, 
but shall now only recognize your shadows ; to come at 
last to such an extremity of despair as to execrate this 
dear Paris that I have loved so well ; ah, by my fkith, 
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no I And I find there was good reason for pFoscribing 
kings, were it only on account* of King Dagobert.*' 

** And what relation has King Dagobert with what con- 
cerns us 1 ** 

**What? Did not this frightful tyrant say to the 
great ^loi, * The best company must part ? * Ah, well 1 
I am a Eepublican, and I say that nothing should make 
us quit good company, not even the guillotme ; I feel 
very comfortable here, and here I will remain.'* 

'• My poor friend ! my poor friend I '* said Maurice. 

Genevi&ve said nothing, but looked at them with eyes 
bathed in tears. 

" You regret to lose your life, then 1 " said Lorin. 

" Yes, on her account." 

" I am not in the least sorry at losing mine, not even 
on account of the Goddess Eeason, who, I had forgotten 
to tell you, has latterly behaved most shamefully to me ; 
who will not take the trouble even to console herself, like 
the other Arth^mise of old. I shall go to my death per- 
fectly cool and rather facetious. I will amuse all the 
beggarly wretches who follow the car. I will repeat a 
pretty quatrain to Monsieur Sanson, and wish the com- 
pany good-night, — that is to say — wait ! — " Lorin in- 
terrupted himself. " Ah I to be sure,'^ said he, " I will go 
out. I well knew that I loved no one, but I forgot that 
I hated some one. The time, Maurice, the time ) " 

"Half-past three." 

'* I have time, Heaven ! there is time.'* 

•* Certainly," cried Maurice ; " there are nine more 
accused persons still to be tried, this will not terminate 
before five o'clock ; we have therefore nearly two hours' 
respite." 

'* That is all that I require ; give me your pass, and 
lend me twenty sous." 
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**M(m Dieu! what are you going to dol** mormttred 
Oenevi^ve. Maurice pressed his hand. The all-impor- 
tant thing for him was that Lorin was going out. 

" I have my own plan," said Lorin. 

Maurice drew his purse fix)m his pocket, and placed it 
in his friend's hand. 

" Now, the pass, for the love of God I — I ought to say 
for the love of the Supreme Being." 

Maurice gave him the pass. 

Lorin kissed Genevi&ve^s hand, and availing himself of 
the moment when a fresh batch of the condemned were 
ushered in, he leaped the benches, and presented himself 
before the principal entrance. 

" Eh I ^^ said the gendarme, " here is one, it appears to 
me, trying to escape." 

Lorin drew himself up and presented his pass. 

" Hold, Citizen Gendarme," said he, " and learn to know 
people better." 

The gendarme recognized the signature of the registrar, 
but belonging to a class of functionaries rather wanting 
in confidence, and as at this moment the registrar him- 
self came down from the Tribunal with a nervous shud- 
der, which had not left him since he had so imprudently 
hazarded his signature,— 

'* Citizen Registrar," said he, '' here is a pass bearing 
your signature, with which this person wishes to leave 
the Salle des Morts, is it all right)" 

The registrar turned pale with fright, and feeling con- 
vinoed that if he turned his eyes in that direction it would 
only be to encounter the terrible look of Dizmer, hastily 
seized the card and replied, — 

'* Yes, yes > it is my signature.** 

** Then,** cried Lorin, '^ if it is your signature, return 
it to me." 
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**'Soi** said the registrar, tearing it into a thouaand 
pieces ; *' these cards can be available only once.** 

Lorin remained for a moment irresolute. 

'^ So much the worse,*' said he ; *' but above all things 
it is necessary I should kill him ; ** and he passed through 
the office. 

Maurice had followed Lorin with an emotion easy to 
comprehend. When he had disappeared, Maurice re- 
turned, saying with an exultation nearly amounting to 
joy, " He is saved ! Genevieve ; the card is destroyed, 
therefore he cannot enter. Besides, even if he were able 
to gain admission, the sitting of the Tribunal will have 
terminated. At five o'clock, he will return ; but we shall 
have ceased to live." 

Genevieve shuddered, and breathed a deep sigh. 

*' Oh, press me in your arms," said die, ^* and let us 
separate no more ! Why is it not possible, oh, my God ! 
for one blow to annihilate us both, that together we 
might breathe our last sighT' 

Then retiring into the depth of the gloomy hall, Gene- 
vieve placed herself near Maurice, and twined her arms 
round his neck. Thus they remained, rendered by the 
strength of their love insensible to the surrounding scene, 
almost to the approach of death itseUl 

Half an hour passed thug. 
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(jJHAPTER LV. 

WHY LOBIN WENT OUT. 

Suddenly a loud noise was heard ; the gendarmes entered 
by the lower door, behind them appearing Sanson and his 
assistants, the latter carrying rolls of cord. 

" Oh, my love I ** said (renevi^ve, " the fetal moment 
has arrived, and I feel that my senses are leaving me ! " 

*' There you are wrong,'* said the cheering voice of 
Lonn. 

** That yoa are wrong is plain, you see ; 
For what is death bat to be free ? " 

^'Lorin !" cried Maurice, in despair. 

" They are not good, are they 1 I have adopted your 
opinion since yesterday ; I can only make contemptible — " 

'^Ah! that is the question. Tou are returned, un- 
happy man, you are returned ! " 

'' I considered that was our agreement But listen, as 
what I have to say to you will also interest the lady.'' 

« My God ! my God I " 

'* Allow me to speak, or I shall not have time to tell 
you alL I wished to go out that I might purchase a 
knife in the Eue de la Baullerie." 

" What did you want with a knife 1 " 

^I wished to despatch this nice Monsieur Dixmer.** 

Genevieve shuddered. 

** Ah ! '* said Maurice, " I comprehend.** 

** I purchased it. Listen attentively to what I said to 
myself, and you will understand your friend has a mind 
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for logic ; indeed, I begin to think I should have been a 
mathematician instead of a poet Unfortunately, it is 
now too late. This is the way I reasoned : Monsieur 
Dixmer has compromised his wife ; Monsieur Dizmer was 
present at her trial; and Monsieur Dixmer will not 
deprive himself of the pleasure of seeing her pass in 
the fatal car; especially as we accompany her. I will 
then look out for him among the foremost of the spec- 
tators. I will glide near him, and say, * Good-day, Mon- 
sieur Dixmer;' and I will plunge my knife into his 
heart." 

*' Lorin I " cried Genevieve. 

** Compose yourself, dear friend ; Providence had ar* 
ranged alL Picture to yourselves the spectators, instead 
of remaining stationary in front of the Palace, according 
to their usual custom, made a half-turn to the right, and 
lined the quay. ' Oh ! ' said I to myself, ^ it is doubtless 
a dog drowned. Why should not Dixmer be there? 
Even a dog drowning will serve to pass away the time.' 
I approached the parapet, and beheld all along the high 
bank a crowd of people who, throwing their arms alofb 
into the air, and uttering loud exclamations, stooped 
down to gaze at something on the ground. I joined 
them, and also looked down. There was something I — 
Guess what it was." 

" Dixmer I " said Maurice, in a gloomy tone. 

" Yes. How could you guess that ? Yes ; it was Dix- 
mer, killed by a ghastly wound. The unfortunate wretch 
had no doubt committed suicide in expiation of his guilt." 

'* Ah," said Maurice, with a sad smile, ''do you think 
sol" 

Genevieve let her head droop between her hands. 
She was too feeble to support these successive emotions. 

**Yes; I thought so, from his blood-stained swoi*d. 
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being found near him ; unless, indeed — he had met 
some one.*' 

Maurice, without reply, availing himself of the moment 
when Genevieve, overpowered by emotion, did not observe 
him, opened his coat and displayed to Lorin his waistcoat 
and shirt stained with blood. 

" Ah ! that alters the case,** said Lorin, as he held out 
his hand to Maurice. ** Now," said he, whispering in his 
ear, ** they have not searched me, seeing that I entered 
in Sanson's suite. I have still the knife, if the guillotine 
is too revolting to your feelings." 

Maurice seized the weapon with a joyful expression. 

** No,** said he, ** she would suffer too much,'' and he 
returned the knife to Lorin. 

"You are right,** said Lorin; ''long live Monsieur 
Guillotine ! Why, what is it, after all 1 A fillip on the 
neck, according to Danton. And what signifies a 
fillip $** 

And he flung his knife in the midst of a group of the 
condemned, one of whom immediately seized and buried 
it in his breast. He was dead in an instant. 

At the same moment Genevieve awoke, and uttered a 
piercing cry. She felt the pressure of the executioner's 
hand upon her shoulder. 
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CHAPTEB LVL 

LONG LIVE SIMON ! 

At the soimd of this ciy Maorioe understood that the 
struggle was about to commence.* The influence of love 
may be able to exalt the soul to heroism, — it may, against 
natural instinct, impel a human being to desire death, but 
it had not in this instance extinguished the repugnance 
to pain. It was evident that Genevieve resigned herself 
the more patiently to death since Maurice was to die with 
her ; but resignation does not exclude sufferings and to 
quit this world is not only to fall into the abyss termed 
unknown, but also to suffer in the descent. 

Maurice, at a glance, embraced the entire soene, and 
thought of what would follow. 

In the centre of the hall lay the suicide, firom whose 
breast the gendarme had just torn the weapon of destruc- 
tion, fearing, probably^ it might be used by some of the 
others. 

Around him were jseveral individuals mute with despair 
and scarcely heeding him, inscribing in their pocket-books 
some disconnected words, or pressing one another's hands ; 
some repeating, without any intermission, a cherished 
name, or bathing with tears a portrait, a ring, or tress 
of hair; some venting imprecations against tyranny, a 
state of affairs cursed by all, ay sometimes even by the 
tyrants themselves. In the midst of these unfortunates, 
Sanson, oppressed less from his fifty years than his mel- 
ancholy of&ce , — Sanson, as mild, and as much their con* 
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Boler as his terrible vocation permitted him to be^ to this 
one offered advice, to that one some sad consolation or 
encouragement, finding some Christian responses to their 
accents of despair as well as to their bravado. 

"Citizeness," said he to Genevieve, "I must remove 
your scarf, and cut off your Lair, if you please." 

Genevieve began to tremble. 

** Come, dear lady," said Lorin, softly, " take courage ! " 

** May I remove the lady's hair 1 " asked Maurice. 

*' Oh, yes," cried Genevieve ; " I entreat you to permit 
him to do so, Monsieur Sanson." 

" He may," said the old man, turning away his head. 

Maurice first took off his necktie, and Genevieve, 
stooping, fell on her knees before the young man, pre- 
senting her charming head, appearing more beautiful in 
her grief than she had ever been in her days of sunshine 
and happiness. 

When Maurice had completed the funereal operation, 
his hands were so tremulous and his countenance betrayed 
so much grief that Genevieve exclaimed, — 

^'Ah ! I am courageous, Maurice." 

Sanson turned round. 

**Is it not so, sirl** said Genevieve; "am I not 
courageous 1 ' 

** Certainly, Citizen," replied the executioner, in a per- 
turbed voice, " for yours is true courage." 

In the mean time the first assistant had glanced over 
the list forwarded by Fouquier Tinville. 

** Fourteen," said he. 

Sanson counted the condemned. 

" Fifteen, inclnding the dead," said he ; ** why^ how is 
this?" 

Lorin and Genevieve coimted after him, both struck 
by the same thought. 
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**You say there are only fourteen condemned, and 
that we are fifteen 1" said she. 

*^ Yes ; the Citizen Fouquier Tinville most have made 
a mistake." 

" Ah I you spoke fiilsely, then,** said Genevifeve, turn* 
ing to Maurice ; *' you were not condemned.** 

" And why wait for to-morrow, when you die to-day 1 ** 
said Maurice. 

" My love," said she, smiling, ** you reassure me ; I am 
now convinced that it is easy to die.** 

"Lorin," said Maurice, **now for the last time — no 
one here can recognize you — say that you came to bid 
me adieu ; say that you have been shut in by mistake ; 
call the gendarme who saw you go out. I am the true 
criminal who ought to die. But you, my friend, we 
beseech you to live to love our memory. There is yet 
time, Lorin ; we entreat you ! " 

Genevieve joined her hands in an attitude of prayer. 
Lorin took both her hands and kissed them. 

** I have said no, and I mean no," said Lorin, in a firm 
voice ; '' say no more on the subject, or I shall think I 
am a bore to you.** 

" Fourteen,** repeated Sanson, " and here are fifteen ; ** 
then elevating his voice, " Is there any one here who can 
protest against this 7 ** said he ; ** is there any one here 
who can prove he is here by mistake ?** 

Perhaps some lips half-opened at this question, but 
closed again without uttering a single word ; since those 
who felt inclined to lie were ashamed to do so, and those 
who would not lie were determined not to speak. 

A silence of several minutes ensued, during which the 
assistants continued their mournful office. 

"Citizens, we are ready," said old Sanson, in his deep and 
solemn voica He was answered only by sobs and groans. 
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''Well!** 8aidLoriD,''8obeH! 



Ho death it noUeMMiie moie lilQ^ 
TbMi te our natife land to di«» 

Tea^ to die for our native laod; bat decidedly I begin to 
Hiink we do not die for her, bat for the pleasare of those 
who witness oar deaths. Faith I Maurioe, I have adopted 
your opinion. I am disgusted with the Republic I ** 

** The call 1 ** said a commissary, at the door. 

Several gendarmes entered the hall, closing up the 
issues, thus placing themselves between life and the con- 
denmed, as if to prevent them from returning to it 

The death-roll was called. 

MauricOy who had witnessed the trial of the condemned 
man who had destroyed himself when his name was called 
answered in his stead. They then found that^ excepting 
the dead man, the number was correct 

The corpse was removed from the hau; but if the 
man's identity had been established, and he had been rec- 
ognized as one condemned, be would have been guillotined 
with the rest, though already dead* 

The survivors were pushed toward the outlet, in order 
that as each passed before the wicket his hands might be 
tied behind his back. For the space of ten minutes not 
a word was exchanged between these imfortunates ; the 
executioners alone seemed endowed with life or motion. 

Maurice, Genevieve, and Lorin, not being any longer 
able to retain their hold of each other, crowded together 
that they might not be separated. 

When the condemned wei'e removed from the Concier- 
gerie into the court, the scene became truly appalling. 
Several grew faint at the sight of the carts, and the turn- 
keys were compelled to assist them to moimt the steps of 
these vehicles of death. Behind the still closed doors 
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was heard the confused murmur of the crowd ; and it 
might be inferred from the sound that the concourse 
was immense. 

Genevieve courageously ascended the car ; Maurice at 
her side sustained her ; he sprang in rapidly after her. 

Lorin did not hurry himself, but carefully selected his 
seat at the left of Maurice. 

The doors opened, and foremost in the crowd stood 
Simon. The two friends immediately recognized him; 
indeed, the recognition was mutual He was standing 
upon a fence near which the cars must pass, for there 
were three of them. The car containing our three friends 
moTcd first. 

" Ah ! good-day to you, my brave grenadier I '* said 
Simon to Lorin ; " you are going to try the effect of my 
leather-cutting machine, I suppose ) '' 

" Yes," said Lorin; " and I will be careful not to notch 
it, that if may be ready when your turn comes," 

The two remaining cars followed the direction of the 
first. And now commenced a terrific tempest of cries, 
shouts, groans, and maledictions, surrounding and follow- 
ing the condemned. 

'^ Courage I Genevieve, take courage ! '* murmured 
Maurice. 

** Oh ! '* replied the young woman, " I do not wish for 
life since I die with you. I regret only that my hands 
are tied, so that I cannot embrace you before I die.'* 

" Lorin," said Maurice, " feel in my waistcoat pocket, 
there you will find a knife." 

'' Zounds I " said Lorin, ^' a penknife is the very thing 
needed; I should be ashamed to die, garroted like a 
calf." 

Maurice placed his pocket on a level with his firiend's 
hands ; Lorin found the knife, which between them they 
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succeeded in opening. Maurice then placed it between 
his teeth, and severed the cord which bound Lorin'n 
hands, who, the moment they were free^ performed the 
same office for Maurice. 

"Make haste !** said the young man; "Genevieve is 
fainting." 

In fact, to accomplish this operation Maurice had for 
a moment turned from Genevieve, when, as if all her 
strength had been derived from him, her eyes closed^ and 
her head sank upon her breast. 

" Genevieve, open your eyes, my love," said Maurice ; 
" we have only a few minutes more to see each other in 
this world.^* 

" The cords wound me,** murmured the young woman. 

Maurice unbound them. She immediately re-opened 
her eyes, and rose, radiant with almost celestial beauty. 
She threw one fair arm around Maurice's neck, and with 
the other hand took that of Lorin ; and thus, all three 
standing in the cart, with two more victims lying at 
their feet wrapped in the stupor of anticipated death, they 
gazed toward heaven with a look of ardent gratitude for 
having been permitted to support and console each other, 
while those who had outraged and insulted them previ- 
ously were now perfectly silent. The scaffold was in 
sight. Maurice and Lorin beheld it. Genevi&ve did 
not ; she saw naught but her lover. The car stopped. 

" I love thee I " said Maurice to Genevieve ; " I love 
thee I" 

"The woman first! the woman first !" shouted a thou- 
sand voices. 

" Thanks, good people,*' said Maurice ; " who then can 
call you cruel 1 " 

He took Genevieve within his arms, pressed his lipn 
fondly upon hers, and delivered her to Sanson, 
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" Courage I " cried Lorin ; " courage 1 '' 

'^ I have it ! " said Genevieve ; *^ I have it ! ^ 

" I love thee I ^' murmured Maurice ; " I love thee ! " 

They were no longer victims about to be slaughtered, 
but friends making a festival of death. 

" Adieu I '* cried Genevieve to Lorin. 

** FareweUy till we meet again ! " replied he. 

And Oenevi&ve disappeared under the fatal drop. 

** After you," said Lorin. 

** After you,'* replied Maurice. 

**Hark! she calls you." 

At this moment Genevieve uttered her last cry. 

" Come 1 " said she. 

A furious uproar tooK place m the crowd. The fair 
and graceful head had fallen. 

Maurice rushed forward. 

''•It is exactly correct," said Lorin; "let us follow 
logic. Do you hear me, Maurice 1" 

"Yes." 

" She loved you, and they have murdered her first ; 
you are not condemned, and therefore die the second ; 
and I, who have done nothing, being the greatest criminal 
c^ the three, die the last. 

And thas you see how paasing clear 
Logic makes everythiiig appear. 

Good faith I Citizen Sanson, I promised you a quatrain ; 
but you must be content with a distich/' 

" I did love thee I '* murmured Maurice, lying on the 
fatal plank, and smiling at the head of his beloved, •— '' I 
did lo — " The knife cut short the last word. 

"Now for my turn!" cried Lorin, bounding on the 
scaffold, " and be quick, or I shall lose my head ! Citizen 
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Sanson^ I owe you two yerses, instead of wbioh I offer 
you a pun.** 

Sanson plaoed him in his turn. 

^* Let us see/' said Lorin, — ''it is the feshion to cry 
long live something, when dying. Once it was, 'Yive le 
Roi,' but now there is no king ; next the cry was, * Vive 
la Libert^/ but there is no more liberty. Faith, Long 
live Simon ! say I, who unites us all three.** 

And the head of the generous and noble-hearted young 
man fell near those of Maurice and Genevieve. 
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